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HE ſan is ſunk, and o'er the filent world 
Hath dim-ey'd Evening thrown w— man- 
tle grey; 
Parent of muſings ; ſhe with gloomy brow 
I Frowns on the trav'ler, and his way obſcures, 
A rural village opening to my eye 
Sollicits me to ſtop— An awful dome, | 
Magnificently high, arreſts my view, 
Inciting me to gaze With pious dread 
And rev'rence, I approach its ſacred ſhrines, 
The doors unfolding wide like thoſe of Heav'n, 
To which they lead, a ready entrance yield ; 
The hallow'd ſtructure, lonely and retir'd, 
Exalts the ſoul on Contemplation's wings, 
The breaſt inſpiring, with a train of thoughts, 
Mournfully pleafing—ſerious and ſublime, 
| Solemn the pile—by age more ſolemn made, 
And the ſad mould'ring relicks of the dead; | 
Rais'd by thoſe hands, which all-deſtroying Time 
Had whelm'd long fince in dut—Grim Death, thy 
Spacious the nave ; and beautifully plain [ſpoils ! 
a . B The 


2 MEDITATIONS 
The lofty roof; ſupported by a row 
Of graceful pillars which the dome divide, 
Simple, yet grand; the rays that faintly gleam'd 
Thro' the dim windows ſeem'd to ſhed around 
A darkneſs viſible, while Silence ſlept 
Soft on the boſom of the waveleſs air, 
Andcrown'd with gloomy charms the ſolemn ſcene, 
Religious dread now ſeiz'd upon my ſoul, 
Thoughtful and penſive; each rude paſſion calm'd, 
As now I reach the temple's inmoſt iſle, 
Which diflipates the gay ideas pour'd | 
From a vain world, remember'd now no more. 
Say, Muſe ! what firſt my deep attention claim'd; 
A letter'd floor—which like the prophets roll 
With characters inſcrib'd from end to end, 
Of lamentation, mourning, erief, and woe. 
Each marble had a voice, and ſeem'd to court, 
In filent eloquence, my eye to read, 
What theſe dumb monitors, without a tongue, 
Invited me to learn—What ſay theſe ſtones ? 
* Beneath the ſurface of a lonely grave 
Here ſleep the cold remains (now turn'd to duſt) 
* Of thoſe, who once on earth, liv'd, joy'd, and 
„ (md; -. wo 
The tenants of an hour—now clods of clay. 
No record elfe allow'd by Heaven's decree 


Jo ſnatch them from oblivion, or prolong 
f Their 


AMONG TEE TOMBS. 3 
heir names and memory, but the faithful ſtone. 
Io Wiſdom's ſchool, if willing to repair, 

Eo 5 The ſages philoſophic ſchemes deride 5 
Learn'd follies all, in Wiſdom's robes array'd! 
The volumes then of ſcience throw away, 

Which puzzle, not enlighten; tho? they boaſt 
Ihe heights and depths of Nature's vaſt profound 
* Topenetrate; a knowledge ſuited more 

Io man's frail ſtate, his momentary ſcene 

Of life, is beſt collected from a tomb. 
This the grand leſſon taught, by every grave, 
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| That ſpark from Heaven, which often fires the ſoul, 
5 Is quench'd in Erudition's glowworm glare, 
hut ſhines enlighten'd with a brighter ray, 
When near the gloomy manſions of the tomb. 

L The gentle whiſpers breath'd from every urn, 


Diſtinctly heard, where Contemplation wakes 
I! he ſoul to ſerious thoughts, adviſing man 

On that great teacher DEATH to turn his eve, 
” How kind that friendly Providence which guides 
My ſoul to ſolemn truths, to Wiſdom's ſchool ; 
435 The grave, that faithful monitor, which ſhews 
Ih he trueſt end of life; from whoſe dark gloom 
Fe The beſt and moſt inſtructive leſſons flow. 
Tel Death teaching us to live; Attention calm, 


Oh come, and every jarring thought compoſe ! 
| B 2 Celeſtia! 
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he turf with offers bound, and marbled tomb, 


4 MEDITATIONS 


Celeſtial ſpirit, haſte, and pour aray 


Of thy inſpiring light into my mind! 


Phat 'midſt this gloomy ſcene of death and tears 
From each fad filent marble I may learn 
That great important leſſon— how to dye.“ 


Amidſt the ſad records of names enroll'd, 


Swept off by Death, and mingled now with duſt; 
There opens a dark vault, whoſe chambers hold 
Promiſcuous crowds, who in this ſolemn gloom 
Huddled together, ſleep and reſt in peace. 
Within this houſe of mourning none contend 


Por rank and ſtation ; none ambitious ſtrain 


For rooms of ſtate; preheminence above 


The vulgar duſt, now mixt with nobleſt clay! 


Within theſe darkſome cells, no ſlaviſh knee 
Bends down, in adorations to the vain, 
When all diſtinction dies. Birth, titles, fame, 


Cruſh'd by one ſtroke of Death: the hoary ſage 


Surcharg'd with years, and ſick of life, lays down 
Contented, here, his venerable clay, 

Cloſe to an infant's feet—1n one cold room, 

The haughty lord and ſlave together lye, 

Where the poor indigent, as foundly fleep: 

And reſts as ſoftly in his peaceful home 

As he that once in royal robes array'd 

A icepter graſp'd, and blaz'd upon a throne, 
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AMONG THE TOMBS. 5 
High-rais'd, with creſts adorn'd and boaſtful — | 
The only poor diſtinctions in the grave. 
Why then ſhould man his anxious thoughts 
__ employ, 
Toil for preheminence on earth, and power; 


© Death, the great leveller, will ſoon reduce 

; 190 The proud and wretched to one abject ſtate 

5 5 Of meanneſs—dare we then, how proudly vain! 
EP A Exalt ourſelves in fancy, or debaſe 


© Another's merits, ſince the haſt'ning hour 


1 Is on the wing, which ſhall together blend 
6 The ſons of wretchedneſs, and heirs of fame, 
In one cold maſs of undiſtinguiſh'd clay! 


Among the relics of the once-jnſpir'd 


1 With life, there doubtleſs ſleep the cold remains 
Of jarring fa&ions—long inveterate foes ! 

*g Death, with his icy hand, has now appeas'd, 

TY, And in oblivion quench'd their living rage; 

9 All reconcil'd, and friends within the grave. 

Is ach ranc'rous paſſion huſh'd, that once enflam'd 


7s Their hearts with thoughts of — join 'd 
in love 


i * now embrace; their mutual feuds forgot, 


And all reſentments buried in the tomb. 
7 | :mblem of innocence, ſurvey that ſtone 
1 of virgin white —it tells us, that it hides 
An infant, who breath'd out its tender ſoul, 
B 3 | The 
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6 MEDITATIONS | 
The moment when with dawning life inſpir'd. 
The light juſt view'd, why dropt the opening 
Into the duſt, ſcarce animated clay! [flower 
Who in the cradle breath'd a ſoft adieu 


To time, for an eternity exchang'd. 


What pangs could touch her heart, or ſighs be 
pour'd | | 

From guiltleſs innocence, to human woes 

A happy ſtranger—Say, was this the cauſe, 

Why with ſuch ſpeed, and eager Reps ſhe flew 

From life to death, in dread of ills to come, 

Up to thoſe manſions of unfading bliſs ; 


How ſeldom taſted and enjoyed below ! 


Short happy ſojourner ! to purchaſe Heav'n, 
'To earn its joys without a ſigh or tear! 
T was thy peculiar lot not once to feel 
Thoſe tender pangs of nature which o'erwhelm 
Thy ſad ſurviving kindred, which oft draw 
The deepeſt groan from fortitude's firm breaſt, 
Unfelt by thee—while wretched man is doom'd 
Calamity's keen ſhafts each day to moan, 1 50 
Barb'd with that anguiſh which corrodes the heart, 
And daſhes life's embitter'd cup with gall, 
Wounding its ſweeteſt comforts Ah! how oft 


Temptation's fiery darts in flaming ſhowers 


Shot from the hand of hell, are taking aim 
To wound our virtue, kill our boſom's peace; 


& thy 
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d. 
ning 5 Theſe dangers and diſtreſles all unkown. [tear 
ower , Why burſt the ſighs ! why drops the pitying 
9 5 Down the ſad parent's cheek? Heaven's watch- 
55 ful eye 
+ be Foreſau the crowd of evils that farronud 
| The wretched race of man, to ſorrow born, 
And in compaſſion * the lull'd infant bore 
H 3 From the ſoft cradle lifted to the ſky | 1 
ew "Ab call not then the kind decree ſevere, [cur'd 
: Which hous'd your tender plant; from ſtorms ſe- 
3 Your opening flower, ere yet the thunders roll'd, 
Or forked lightnings darted from the ſky, 
„'n 17 o blatt the blooming beauties of its morn; ; 
Ere yet the tempeſt pour d down all its rage. 
- Beneath this weeping marble lies entomb'd 
elm A mournful mother's grief—the hope and 101 
v How frail the joy of once a happy ſire 
eaſt, The Youth, a-while, like a well- water'd tree 
dom'd That ſhoots its blooming verdure all around, 

I 50 | © Grew up majeſtic, vigorous, tall, and fair, 
heart, r o manhood's height aſpiring but how ſoon, 
: As the proud cedar now began to tower, 

w oft (The promis'd prince of all the neighbouring 
s To. its deep root the axe”s edge is lay d. [groves) 
im Struck the dire fatal blow; it's branching pride 
ace; And honours tumbled in one hour to duſt. 
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1 To thee, O juſt beheld ! this train of woes, 
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8 MEDITATIONS 
Say, did he fall alone ?—this Fate denies — 
Each penſive parent hanging o'er his tomb, 
The father's raviſh'd hope, the mother's joy, 


Lye cruſh'd together, with him, in one grave. 
See there the ſad proceſſion, how it moves, 

And wakes the heart to pity ! can the eye 
Of tenderneſs withold a guſhing tear, 

View the ſad parents ſighing round his hearſe, 
Nor breathe th' accordant ſigh to hear 'em bid 
A laſt adieu to a dear favourite ſon, 

Now haſting to his cold eternal home! 


Around the coffin fancy ſeems to draw | 
A crowd of weeping mourners, who attend 


The ſad folemnity with wringing hands, 


I:xpreflive emblems of their ſilent grief; 

' Deepeſt her anguiſh, who with breath inſpir'd 
Her breathleſs off<pring, now to Death a prey. 
I hear, methinks I feel the mother's groan, 


Piercing her own, and every other heart 
Attentive to the breathings of a ſoul 


Pour'd out in ſadneſs— nearly in deſpair! 

Her pale and trembling lips now want a power 

To breathe a laſt ſarewel, as ſhe reclines 

Her arm on the dear partner of her woes, 

Too big to be repreſs'd ; her ſorrows now 

Struggle for vent, filent and dumb no more. 
Fler penfve ſoul now flowing in her eyes, 


Ang 
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95 And willing yet, one tender look to throw © 
| ; On the departing object, ere the grave, 
, 1 1 Now open'd, ſhuts him ever from her view. 
. 7 On the tomb's gaping brink ſhe ſtands, her voice 
bs 5s Ott interrrupted by a riſing ſighg, [farewel; 
And thus breathes out her grief My child, 
Adieu, my beſt belov'd; late in theſe arms, 
*, 0 1 My ſoul's chief comfort; now without a joy! 
did Ah, had the ſhaft, from deſtiny that fle w, 

4 I Miſs'd but the ſon's, and pierc'd a mother's heart, 
low kind, how ſriendly then had heen the wound! 


; Ceaſe then, into my throbbing breaſt to pour 

1 One ray of comfort—dropt each earthly joy 

2 In this deep cell of earth—by night, by day, 

his boſom ſhall lament ; theſe eyes ſhall ſtream 

rd 1 With unabating ſorrow's ceaſeleſs moan, _ 

y, Tin Death has wing'd the flying ſhaft, which 

15 A parent's woes and anguiſhin a tomb. [ Hrowds 
That ſolemn funeral monument hard by 

Grav'd on the ſtone, a mournful tale unfolds, 


> Demanding pity—Well the artiſt's ſteel 
* ; 
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His fleeping aſhes ;—none can ſurely read 
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The moving ſtory, and not drop a tear, 


Not breathe a ſigh of ſimpathizing woe 
= 1 Upon the lifeleſs duſt entomb'd beneath. 
juſt in the forid bloom of life, when Tine 
And | Em! 


10 MEDITATIONS. 

Had ripen'd him to manhood, ſtrung his nerves 
With vigour, promiſing a length of days, 

While his cheeks fluſh'd with beauty, in each vein 
Health wanton'd, the dire ſhaft was on the wing 
By Heav'n aſſign'd ro whelm him in a grave; 


No warning, no preſages of his doom, [joy ; 
That moment fluſh'd, perhaps, with dreams of 
And who that then the ſprightly youth beheld, 
His gay appearance, and his eye of flame, 
Cou'd deem his riſing ſun that ſhone ſo fair 
In his life's morn, ſhould ſet before his noon ? 
What ſcenes of future bliſs had fancy rais'd 
And imag'd to this thought! each golden hour, 
Fach minute wak'd freſh tranſports in his ſoul ; 
A ſeries of fair flowing years behind, 
Deluſive Hope had figur'd ; every joy 
Humanity could taſte, in thought, his own ! 
Juſt in the midſt of the falſe cheating dream, 
An arrow launch'd from Deſtiny's ſtrong bow 
Fix'd in his heart; directed by the hand 
That ſhivers rocks, lays the proud mountain low, 
And whelms the warrior's crown and wreaths in 
1 ſmooth'd, 
Perhaps the nuptial bed, the couch was 
The bride in bluſhes haſtening to his arms, 
And yielding up her heart his bliſs to crown, 
When the dire ſtroke was aim'd that buried all 
His 
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1 5 His ſtiort ideal joys within a tomb. 
Attend the breathings of his raptur'd foul, 
> Its filent language this—* The hour now nigh. 
© The gay endearing moment that ſhall throw 


The bluſhing fair one ſoon into my arms, 
« Whoſe beauties wake, whoſe rubied lips inſpire 
The pureſt bliſs that ſooths a lover's breaſt; 
Amidſt Heav'n's choſen gifts, the nobleſt prize.“ 
HFlad ſome kind friend then whiiper'd in his ear, 
That Death ſtood ready with his lifted hand 5 
Aiming the fatal javelin at his heart, 
And pointed at the tomb that ſoon would ſhrowd 
His mouldering aſhes :—ah ! with what ſurprize 
The hint had been receiv'd; and how unkind 
The tongue, denouncing the youth's ſpeedy doom! 


Then warm with life that glow'd thro” every vein, 


Viciffitude, how dreadful ! ah how near 

Is life to death! the cradle to the tomb 
Man's frail exiſtence meaſur'd by a ſpan ! 
The ocean ſmooth at firſt, and ſoft the gale 
That ſwells our canvas—yet a ſudden ſtorm 
Oft ſinks us in the port to which we ſail. 

A truth, this mournful marble has engrav'd 
Deep with a pen of ſteel, to warn the vain 
Not on to-morrow's ſun-ſhine to rely; 

The ſpider's web, a cable, if compar'd 

Wich the frail thread, that human life ſuſtains, 

Perhaps 
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2 MEDITATIONS 
Perhaps the bridal virgins ſtood prepar'd 
'To light the nuptial torch, the marriage-couch 
To deck with richeſt covers, careful al! 
The pillow to {well out with plumy down! 


Scenting the room with roſes, and perfumes, 
Exhaling odours to enrich the ſcene 
For love's myſterious ſacred rites adorn'd. 


Mortal, whoe'er thou art, nor youth nor firength 
Has pow'r to guard one moment from the grave, 
Fragile and weak, and haſt'ning to its end 
Whate'er the ſun beholds beneath the ſky ! 
While the gay bridegroom, fluſh'd with eager joy, 
Was ſtepping raptur'd to a bed of down, 

Death turn'd his pillow to a bed of clay, 

A lodging in the duſt—where all muſt lleep, 
The hour unknown, not follow'd by a train 
Of gay attendants—The ſad gloomy hearſe 


That bears us to our laſt and ſilent home 


Crowded with weeping mourners ; here to reſt 
In darkneſs, deſtin'd ne'er to view the day, 

One glimpſe of chcering light to burſt the gloom. 
Till the ſtars melt, and the ſun rolls no more. 


. 


In vain, alas! the kind conſenting fair - 


Selects her bridal robes and rich attire, 


Jo ſhine more gay, and beautify her charms ; 
In vain her caſement opens to explore 


And catch his chariot's wheel, anxious to know 


N h at 1 
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"0, What cauſe ſo long retards a lover's ſpeed ! 


Unconſcious that the partner of her cares 


© Now lodg'd within a grave, was doom'd no more 
Jo love, to doat, or breathe a laſt adieu. 


Go, wretched maid |! conſult thyStrephon's tomb 3 


5 gteal Wiſdom from his ſtone; nor let thy heart 


tn 


e, 


Pix its vain hope on ſablunary Joys, 
Thin as the bubble : fleeting as the ſhade ; 
juauſt born to die—the phantoms of an hour, 


That ſmile, incite, and, while they pleaſe, expire. 


Ty... 


Thy lov'd, thy now Jamented darling ſleeps 


* Low in the duſt, to worms a luſcious prey, 


Alike forgetful of the world and thee. 


Againſt the king of terrors we exclaim ; 


5 And Reaſon ſcems with Juſtice to decide 


mn 


© Whene? er ſhe thinks, and calls his dark decrees 
Severe and cruel— Nature's ſtated laws 

How oft inverted by the tyrant's power! 

R requent we view his barbed arrows fly 

Ober the grey head to pierce the cradled babe, 


| pa wither'd age juſt bending to a tomb, 


We! And ſnatch the infant from a mother's arms, 


5 Smiling, alas, and breathleſs in an hour! 


3 ; Youth blaſted in its bloom, nor manhood found 


2 In its full vigour, ſtrong enough to ſhield 
Wits tecb!c breaſt, when Death bas aim'd the blow! 
Tremendous 


14 MEDITATIONS: 
Tremendous ſecrets theſe ! but kindly plann'd 
By Heaven to ſhake the world with dread ſurprize ; 
Man's heart with preſent terrors to alarm, | 
And rouſe him out of life's vain waking dreams. 
The midnight knell that tolls o'er ev'ry grave, 
How awful is its ſound !—It has a voice 
Heard by the wiſe, which ſtartles while it warns ; 
Its admonition this to thoughtleſs man— . 
In time prepare, deſcending from the cloud, 
To meet your Saviour God; his viſit near 
And certain, tho ? unknown the deſtin'd hour.” 
Tottering and heedleſs on the verge we ſtand 


Of ſome tremendous precipice that views 


From its dread ſteep the ocean boil below; 
How needful then ſome meilage from above, 
Some kind alarming terrors to awake 

Our ſleeping reaſon ; this the meſſage ſent, 
Their errand this to man—* In blooming life 
We ſojourn near the grave—Youth's florid prime, 
Nor manhood's ſtrength and vigour can ſecure 
* Man's feeble race, or guard them from the tomb; 


7 


_ © So ſtrong the tyrant's arm, no mortal pow'r 
© Its force can bafle—and ſo ſure his aim 


* No wiſdom can elude the deſtin'd blow ; 
As lightnings ſudden his ſwift arrows fly, 


* And quick as thought, which launching from 


his ſtring, 
1 « His 
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| MM The deſtin'd victims whelm within a tomb. 
Drop then each vain expedient, to ſecure 


| 11 « Vour life from death—whoſe ſhafts promiſcuous 
: 50 On youth and age; none able todeſcry [fall 
What victim next their venom'd points ſhall 
1 wound. [man : 
7 Hear, Heaven! in mercy ſpeaking thus to 
: 4 Live ready and prepar'd ; in darkneſs veil'd 
7, The ſolemn hour that calls you to the grave!“ 
5 Important admonition which inſpires 
7 The ſoul with awful dread ; methinks the ſound 
s From ſtone to ſtone is rollPd<—The truth it tells | 
5 | How worthy on each heart to be engrav'd, 
E And lodg'd in faithful Memory's deepeſt cell, 
But ah, by paſſion's guſt, how ſoon effac'd, 
5 or weaken'd ere it ſtrikes and warms the ſoul! 
= Weview, we weep, perhaps, a neighbour's fall ; 
To Turn pale, as the proceſſion moves along 
Þ In ſad and ſilent pomp; to bear the dead 
91 Z o his dark home, to hail the light no more! 
r 7 3 The hearſe, the coffin, and the ſable plumes, 
b; : Deatb's awful enſigns waving o'er the bier, 
Arreſts the heart a-while, with trembling awe ! ' 
Soon as the ſolemn ſcene has paſs'd our eye, 
Lull'd! in ſoft Pleaſure's lap, or Folly's dream, 
Quick dies the weak impreſſion, left behind | 
me One moment on our heart; how like the trace | 
= Of 
Ulis : | | 
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16 MEDITATIONS 


Of the ſwift arrow, gliding through the air, 

The almoſt viewleſs path, mark'd by the keel, 

Swift bounding thro? the opening-furrow'd wave. 
That ſtone informs me, by a random ftroke 


The hapleſs wretch expir'd who ſleeps below; 
Swell'd with warm vigorous life, each bounding 
This hour—the next, an icy clod of clay; [vein 
Sudden and ſwift the blow—the victim doom'd 
To breathe his laſt, ere yet his cloſing eye 


* 


Or faultering tongue could bid a laſt adieu 
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To his ſad friends, who gaze and ſtand around 
Surpriz'd, to weep his unſuſpected fall. 

Say, was the blow fortuitous that whelm'd, 
Inſtant, the wretch in duſt ?=Recal the word 
*Tis blaſphemy to Heav'n ; it takes the rein, 
And wreſts it from Omnipotence, which guides, 
Controls, directs, whate'er is done below; 

A hand unſeen ſtill acts behind the cloud, 
Wings the dire ſhaft, inſtructs it where to fall, 
Whoſe boſom next its flying point ſhall wound. 
How ſure the aim! the hand, tho' unperceiv'd, 
That arms its ſteel with death tooo much rever'd 
Fortune and Chance are deities ador'd 
In Folly's pagan ſchool ; no ſovereigns theſe, 

1 But miniſters alone, of power divine, 

4 Whoſe voice they hear, whoſe ſummons they oben, 

Subſervient vaſſals only of his will. 
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How thin the weak partition that divides 

Z This from the other world; earth from the ſkies, 
Time from eternity the fragile thread 

Of our exiſtence ſhiver'd by a breeze, 

A breath aſunder cuts; our little ſpan, 

(Its end and its beginning cloſely join'd) 

By moments meaſur'd oftener than by years. 

A minute's flight, the twinkling of an eye, 

Bears us from life to death; the ſons of joy, 

And tenants of the darkneſs, in an hour. 

One night, in all her gaiety, beheld 
The young Corinna ſparkling at a ball ; 


92 


Each youth was raptur'd, every humble knee 


WE Bent low to pay due homage to her charms. 
105 But, ah, how frail is beauty in its bloom! 
s, How tranſient all its graces! thoſe fair eyes, 

| Which opening, lent new Juſtre to the Gay, /1 
Saw not a ſecond morn—the door of life 
3 PR 
_ How near the glomy portal of the grave! 

= Nicander ſmiling, view'd his ample dome, 

d, 1 The front extended, and wide- ſpreading wings, 
The gilded ſaſhes open'd to receive 


And catch the golden morning's orient ray ! 8 
, 7 e, ah! forbid to ſpend one joyous 1 | 
beneath the ſtately roof His front ſublime, 
F Vivid his eye; in youth's freſh ſtow'ry bloom, 
breathleſs he ſunk, and drop'd into a grave, 
Hes C | Neat 
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But in the ſummit of his ſhort-liv'd joys 


His buildings finiſh'd, and their owner duſt, 


13 MEDITATIONS 

Deaf to the voice of harmony ; the knell, = 

The only mournful muſick of a tomb. [prime, 2 
Gay Theron, luſh'd with health, in manhood's | 


And wantoning in Heaven's indulgent ſmile, 


Had plan'd his chambers to invite repoſe |! 


His gardens all with every beauty ſtor'd, 


And elegantly gay—here open'd wide 
The ſtretching viſtas—there quite warm with life, 


The breathing buſts, the pride of Greece and 


Majeſtic roſe, to decorate the ſcene! [Rome, 
But while his laurels ſpread, his myrtles bloom'd, 
The funeral yew and cypreſs are forgot, 

To dreſs his herſe, and ſtrew around his tomb. 


An arrow, launch'd from Fate's unerring ſtring, 
Blaſts all his hopes, and lodg' 'd him i in a cell 
Prepar'd by Death to damp all human pride ; 
His vaſt poſſeſſions now, and boaſts ſo long, 
Cramp'd to the breadth and length of a cold 


grave; 


Weeping theſe dread events, theſe tragic turns 2 
Of joy and wretchedneſs, that eye ſublime | - 
Which with one glance the carth's wide circuit 

Views, = 
Even now may gaze vaſt numbers in deſpair, 


Lach comfort loſt, bath'd in Affliction's tears. 


The 
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5 The empty bubble, and the tranſient ſnade, 
7 True images of life, and life in bloom. 

227 Misfortune's tents, how oft do we behold 

nf With darkneſs cover'd, ſuch as once o'erwhelm'd 
| 4 {Egypt's benighted fons ; when wing'd with death 
BY The great avenging angel's arrows flew 

[= Amidſt their hoſts, and wither'd all their pride ! 
Some from a chair of down have ſunk to ſleep 

id Z Next moment in a chilling couch of clay, 

LE Deaf to the piercing ſhrieks of weeping friends 
: That ſigh around their bed—how many breathe 
5 A laſt and parting groan, who ſat reclin'd 
© Beneath the arbour's cool refreſhing ſhade ! 

"Rf To drink the balmy ſweets, and feaſt the eye 

0 With all the beauties of the flow'ry ſcene! 
N hat numbers, gently ſailing down the ſtream 
Cor pleaſure, while the nectar'd bowl inſpir'd 


z 9 


ey tranſports, and ſoft muſic ſooth'd their ear, 
1d 


Have ſunk into a tomb; no time ſecure, 
No place a refuge from Deaths lifted arm. 


JI 
* Diſaſters infinite, which Wiſdom's eye 
ag 5 


Cannot foreſee, prevented by no care, 

EM n ambuſh wait each hour, to work our doom. 

uit A ſeed, when ſtarting quick, may tumble down 
Ilis rider in the duſt—a falling dome 

Arreſt him in the ſtreet, when paſing by, 
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nd whelm him in its ruins fatal oft 


be 8 The 


The lighteſt tile as is the murd'ring ball. 


Its ſmiles ſhall wound, our very comforts kill; 


Our out- works firſt attack'd, he next aſſails 


— 
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So frail is human life, the thread ſo weak 
On which it hangs, that not the ſtorm alone; 


The ſoft and gentleſt breeze can boaſt a power 

To ſhatter and diſſolve the cobweb-ſtring. 

That tyrant Death can give a fatal charge 

To a ſmall ſeed, a grape-ftone or a fly, 

His miniſters below, to ſtop the wheels | 
Of brittle liſe, and lodge us in a tomb. : 
The bees envenom'd, piercing viewleſs ſting, 
As deadly often, as the warrior's ſteel. 3 
If Heaven ordains, our bleſſings ſhall be ſnares ! [ 


'The means of ſaving life become its bane. 
How often does the noxious air we breathe 
Prove mortal, and the food that ſhould ſuſtain 
And nouriſh life, convey us to our grave. 
Death, like a mole, is working, tho? unſeen, 
And whets his arrows keeneſt when we ſmile ; | 


'Then to be dreaded moſt, when leaſt we fear. 


Our deep intrenchments, then lays cloſer fiege 
To the ſtrong citadel of life, the heart; 
Which now no longer able to ſuſtain | 
The lat fierce onſet, the victorious ſoe 


Enters, and lays our fortreſs in the duſt. | 
The fmallet chaſm may open vet a door —_ 
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Turo which our foe may creep a needle's point 
As fatal as a lance: the crimſon ſtream | 
That iſſues from our heart, and glides along 
From circling vein to vein, whate'er retards, 
ObſtruQs, accelerates the ruby tide 
That ebbs or flows too faſt, the wheels of life 
Sudden are ſtop'd—the ſenſeleſs dull machine, 
Or cold, or burning with too fierce a flame, 
Forgets their motion—one ſmall pin remov'd, 
That binds and cloſe connects man's brittle frame, 
The fabrick totters, and a ſecond loſt, | 
In pieces flies the ruinated whole, 

To dangers thus expos'd, each fearful hour 
Let man reflect upon how frail a hold 7 
His life depends; how unforeſeen the day 
That calls from life to death; and timely warn'd 
For our laſt ſummons to the grave, prepare; 


Without this caution we, like wretches, ſtand 


And ſleep upon the top-maſt's reeling head, 
Viewing the horrid guiph that yawns below, 
Opening its waves to whelm us as we fall. 

Can then the boſom ſteal one moment's Joy 
From this tremendous height, when tempeſts roar, 
And underneath his eye vaſt oceans roll; 
But if to Wiſdom's lectures we attend, 


- 


And Virtue's cordial ſweets our ſoul inſpire, * 
Gfickion's keensft ſhafts unheeded fly 


22 MEDITATIONS f 
Acreſs our peace; the firm and ſpotleſs mind 
Smiles at each threatning danger that ſurrounds, 
But cannot terrify—a guiltleſs heart | 
Makes death a welcome gueſt, the grave a prize. 
See there the great momentous truth is ſeal'd 
With Fate's own fgnet—the ſad marble ſtone 
That graces yonder weeping pillar, hung 
With the dread arms of death, directs my eye 
To drop a tear o'er young Sophronia's tomb! 
Herſelf, alas, expiring, while ſhe gave 
Life, which ſhe could not lengthen, to her babe. | 
Beneath a parent's throes, ſhe breathes her laſt, 
The tender infant ſmiling, as ſhe diss, 
Permitted ſcarce to breathe a ſoft adicu 
To the dear pledge that bore her to a grave; 
A corpſe and mother, in one tranſient hour; 
Withered the root, ſoon as the flower diſclos'd 
Its opening ſweets, and juſt began to bloom. 
hy monument, oh juſt enjoy'd and loſt, 
Fairly diſtinguiſh'd from the rural ſtone 
That ſhades the relics of the vulgar dead, 
Coſtly the marble, delicate the ſteel | | 
That plann'd thy breathleſs image, ſleeping non 
Cold in the arms of death: the hand how kind. 
How generous was the heart, whoſe feeling -love "i 
Contriv'd the model which tranſmits thy name 
And his deſpair, to ages yet unborn |! 


3 Alluting to the Monument of Mrs. anne in te Þ 
gre:t Church at Northampton, Th 
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- "M An emblem of ſome virtue, which adorn'd 
I The living faint—thy innocence pourtray'd 


. RF 


By the white virgin marble that confines 

Thy hallow'd duſt ; the beauties that once glow'd, 

Bluſh'd on each cheek, and ſparkled from thy eye, 

Figur'd how fairly by the poliſh'd ſtone 5 

But ah, what art, what chiſſel had a power 

In lively animating ſtrokes to grave 

Manners, ſo gentle, ſanctity ſo pure, 

be That grace of action, elegance of mind, 

2 Goodneſs unfeign'd, devotion's ſober zeal ; 

All ſnatch'd away—and buried in her grave! 

: How vain, alas, thy foft endearing charms, 

I a Thy lively beauties, and thy ſparkling eye, 
1 The bloom of bridal youth, to ward the blow) 

bY 1 That firetch'd thee in the duſt; death's richeſt prey. 
> Superior birth and honours want a power | 

: | "4 To fave the frail poſſſſors from a tomb, 

All deſtin'd victims to that ſavage foe 

Who ſhakes alike the cottage and the throne, 

Mingling the monarch's with the peaſant's clay, 

Vhelms crowns in dunghills—dignity in duſt, 

How fruitleſs the eſteem and pitying love, 

Of thy ſelected friends—the warm embrace 

Of a lov'd conſort, pouring out his foul | 

2 Ofer thy pale trembling cheeks, to catch a groan 
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«MEDITATIONS: 
From thy expiring breath; to wipe the tear 
Dewing thy languid eye; deſtin'd, how ſoon 
By death's cold hand for ever to be clos'd. 


How unavailing the ſoft moving cries 


Of thy weak tender infants to prolong 

A mother's life, and guard her from the tomb ? 
'Tho? piety, tho? virtues moſt ſublime, 

And innocence unſtain'd, boaſt not a power 


'To reſcue, and reprieve us from the urn ; 
They can do more from death they draw the ſting: 


We welcome his keen arrows as they fly, 

The grave our wiſh ; its chambers our repoſe ; 

Where ſleep our joys at once, and ſorrows too. 
This the ſtill language of the lamps that blaze, 

Silently ſpeaking, round Sophronia's tomb; _ 

The ſolemn purport of the heart that flames, 


The palms that flouriſh, and the glittering crown, 


On the ſad itone ſo movingly diſplay'd. 
How happy (yet how tranſient was the joy) 


The partner of her once endearing ſmiles, 


Soft ſharer of his bed, and fortunes too. 

One heart inform'd 'em both; the bliſsful flow 
Of ſweeteſt muſic, harmoniz'd each ſoul ; 

No grating notes, no harſh diſcordant ſtring 
Breaking the uniſons, which ſmooth'd the lyre. 
How ſilken was the yoke to ſuch a pair? 

What bleſſings twiſted in ſuch nuptial bands? 
| = Ncught 


AMONG THE TOMBS. 25 
Nought wanted to complete the bliſs ſupreme 
Of human life, and perfect all its joys, 
| But a dear ſmiling progeny to crown 
Their hopes, ſurrounding each lov'd parent” 8 knee. 
While multiply'd, themſelves they may behold 
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Ina each fair image, ſtamp'd upon the clay, 

The fruits of mutual love and chaſte defires. 

Seen, ev'ry lively grace that once adorn'd 
The mother's cheek, bloom in her offspring's ſmile. 

> This her fond ardent wiſh—but ah how blind 

To the cloſe hid events, that lye conceal'd 

In dark futurity ! untaught to know N 

Wat would augment, or what our peace deſtroy. . 

low often does miſtaken paſſion breathe 

| - A ſigh for comforts, fatal in their end, 

2 3 Which pleaſe awhile, but only pleaſe to Kitt, 

Sophronia falls—not by her wiſh deny'd, 

But the more fatal grant of her deſire. 

_ Tho! ſons and daughters to a parent's eye 

> Seem flow'ry chaplets, in their beanty's bloom, 

Breathing their ſweeteſt fragrance, Death may find 

A means the lovely garland to unfold, 

And mix a venom in each ſcented flower. 

Does heaven with-hold the bliſs for which we pour 

An ardent figh—in mercy 'tis with-held! | 

The wiſh indulg'd, perhaps had dealt a wound 

To cur heart's peace—each bliſs of life deſtroy'd. 

| Mans 
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Man's ſickly appetite too often loaths 
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26 MEDITATIONS 


'The wholeſome viand, and with eager haſte 
Snatches the morſel doom'd to be his bane. 
Where fancy dreams of pure unmingled ſhow'rs 
Of ſolid comforts, ſage experience finds 
Thrown in its happineſs a cup of gall. 
In our choice ointment lurks a noxious fly, | 
Which taints, and quite corrupts its rich perfume : 
With wormwood daſh'd life's ſweeteſt cordial joys. 
The gifts of fortune, and her treacherous ſmiles, 
How oft the parents of our deepeſt woe ? 
Let prudence then inftru& us not to prize 
This earth's unfelt felicities too high; 


They pierce us moſt when promiſing to give 


The ſtrongeſt conſolations to the ſoul! 


Leave to unerring wiſdom to diſpoſe 


Th' events of life and death; nor human will 


Be ſuffer'd to oppoſe the ſchemes divine; 2 
Breathing no wiſh, which thwarts the wiſe deſigns J 
And kind reſolves of heaven, to make us bleſt. 
Each pang we ſeel, the weight of ev'ry woe, 


Not owing to heaven's will, but to our own. 


That plain and humble marble, ſcarcely rais'd 


Above the ground's cold ſurface, ſeems to own. 


Some ſcanty fund, frugality's own hand 
Sparing the coſt, had built the modeſt tomb. 
With niceſt teach, no ſculptor's Reel had hewn 2 
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The ſerious monument, nor creſt, nor arms, 

Nor penſive angels weeping o'er the grave. 

Th' inſcription hardly legible, effac'd 

By relatives ſad ſteps, who often preſs'd 

The ſolemn ſtone which hid the duſt below. 
But who, the ſleeping dead ?—a nearer view 

Informs me, that it ſhades the poor remains 

Of a once pious father, ſnatch'd away 

From his lov'd helpleſs orphans, ere matur'd 

By age, as yet not bleſt in fortune's ſmile, 

A parent's watchful eye and tender care, 

Their ſoul with love of virtue had inſpir'd. 
View here a ſcene of complicated woe ! 

With dread ſolemnity, and ſolemn awe, 

A dying chamber always has a power 

To touch, and melt the melancholy heart, 

Which joins in ſadneſs to augment the gloom, 
Whole eye forbears to drop a ſilent tear, 


Viewing the faithful conſort, tender fire, 


Th' indulgent maſter, and the pitying friend, 


| Gaſping in death ?—Learn'd art has emptied : all 


Its phials, unavailing to relieve 

The weak expiring mourner—the diſeaſe 
| Mocks the phyſician's ſkill ; with rapid ſpeed 
| Haſting to execute its dread command, 

| Life? s ſilver chord determin'd to divide, 

| And, ah! the dearer tye of nuptial love. 
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28 MEDITATIONS 


A train of menial ſervants weep around 
Their maſter's couch; whoſe paſt indulgence wake: 
Their ſad and filent grief, and adds a ſting 
Embittering all their woes, as he expires. 

His friends, who gladden'd oft his ſocial hours 
With their enliv'ning converſe; ah! what vain 
And helpleſs comforts now: a ſigh, a tear, 
A look of pity, and a breathing prayer, 


Pour'd from each penſive heart, the ſole relief 


A crowd of mourning friends can now beſtow. 
In darker ſhades to paint the gloomy ſcene, 
Ah, breathe a ſigh of ſadneſs to ſurvey 


Around an agonizing parent's chair 


His weeping orphans, pouring out their ſouls 


In loud complaints, half-drown'd in deep deſpair. | £ 
Is heav'n relentleſs then, the unpitying ſky 
Deaf to our ſorrows ? has it left in ſtore 
No bleſling to abate and calm our woes? 

« Does a kind father leave us to bemoan | 
Our helpleſs ſtate, without one glimm'ring ray # 
i Of hope to cheer us ? dreadfully expos'd 


„To the world's threat'ning dangers, fortune's | 


frowns, 9 

No refuge near to miele us From its 10 ! " 
But ah, how faint theſe wailings, when compar'd 7 
With the deep anguiſh of the widow'd fair, 
Herden beneath a ſea of frantic woes, = 


Where ev'ry comfort, each ſoft joy expires. 


In her the lover weeps, the ſpouſe complains ; _ 
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* 


The wretched mother yearns In her unite 
Of each diftreſs the complicated ſtreams; ; 


5 5 Her pangs augmented by a ſad review 


Of days and months and rapt'rous years enjoy'd 
In the dear friendſhip and inſpiring ſmiles 
Of him, in burſting ſighs, ſhe now bemoans. 


Say, in what boſom now can ſhe repoſe 8 5 f 
Her confidence? where open all her ſoul ? 1 


. 5 Or find a cordial friend her ſteps to guide 
> Thro' life's dark mazes, of his help bereav'd, 


Whoſe fair example and paternal care | 


Had led her ſafely, with her infant train, 


That once was ſweeteſt muſic—to inſpire 
And breathe ſoft comfort to her ſoul no more. 
See her now trembling under dread amaze 


And fearful apprehenſion, as ſhe views | | 
Dtieath creeping to his couch With pious care 


: 5 Now reſts his ſinking head upon her arm, 
Or claſps it to her boſom ! See, ſhe throws 
A look of ſpeechleſs ardor, wild ſurprize, 
Db pon his livid lips and half-clos'd eyes, 


In che ſmooth pleaſing paths that point to bliſs. 
I view her now quite fainting o'er the voice 


From his pale cheeks ſhe wipes the clammy dew, 


Sinking in death—Each glowing paſſion beats 
ny | 4 
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Submiſſive to that power whoſe ſov'reign will 
Or lengthens or contracts man's doubtful ſpan, 
Beholds with ſorrow each ſad penſive eye 
His pangs bemoan—and mingles tear with tear. 
But ah! the deepeſt foreſt groan is pour'd 
Warm from his throbbing heart, as he furveys 
His widow'd confort and her orphan train 
Weeping around his couch—A cheering gleam 
Shot from the heavens, now ſoon to be his own, 
In the ſhort interval of pangs, relieves | 
His fainting boſom ; opening to his eye 
The ſeene of glory, and the crown prepar'd 
For ſuf”ring virtue, ſeldom in deſpair, 
Conſcious integrity, a life unſtain'd, 
Softens the heart's diſtreſs and calms its pair.s ; 
Supports, and lends a dignity to woe ; 
Draws out the ſhaft from the ſoul's rankling wound, 
Weak life, no longer able to inſpire 
The tott'ring fabric, ſhook with ev'ry breeze, 
Collects its feeble forces, all in one 
United, the laſt effort to exert 
Of nature, ſtriving faintly to retard 
Death's arrows, levell'd at his panting heart, 


He now attempts to raiſe his drooping head, 
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MEDITATIONS 

A feeling fondneſs ; while her tortur'd ſoul 

With exquiſite diſtreſs and pangs is torn. 
The panting ſufferer, patient, calm, reſign'd, 
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And reſts it on his pillow—now extends 

” His hand to his ſad ſervants, bath'd in tears, 

F 'ecling his pangs, and ſharing all his woes ; 

| © Now takes a ſhort affecting laſt farewell 

Eo Of all his penſive friends, who weep around 

nis dying couch Now in his languid arms 

wi claſps his conſort, clinging to his breaſt; 

And a kind, parting, ardent kiſs beſtow'd 

1 On his dear ſighing orphans, thus he breathes 

9 rom his weak ſoul this warm paternal prayer— 
I die, my children—but that guardian Pow'r 

. That views you from above, ſhall throw his ſhield 

1 Of pity round your head your ſteps ſhall guide 

Through life's enſnaring paths Altho' you loſe 
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An earthly parent, haſt'ning to kis grave, 

A father, full of mercies, lives above, 

From whoſe divine regard and cheering ſmiles, 
Which eaſe the broken, calm the throbbing heart, 
Nothing can ſeparate but a breaſt obſcur'd 

By infidel diſtruſt, with vice diſtain'd.“ 

But now his ſpirit faints—his fault'ring tongue 


CE SE NE 
40 = 2 


„ 


_- "+ 
» Fae 4 
* „ 


1d, 


Re eds PR Rude, — eB 
/ RS ne BD” F 
— G 


5 No longer lends its ſuccour, while the ſoul 
In ſilence breathes its anguiſh—A ſhort pauſe 


hat interven'd his ebbing life recalls, 


Thus ſpeaks in broken accents—* To thy care 
Dear part'ner of my bed, I now rcſign 


And . | _<' Theſe 


nile fainting, and with pain, his ſault'ring voice 
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32 MEDITATION S 

* Theſe tender pledges of our love, my joy, 

« While life remain'd, to dwell upon their ſmiles. 
Oh, guard their youth, direct them how to tread 

Safe thro? the paths of virtue—Thee I leave 

C Sore burden'd with the heavy weight of woe: 


© But that kind pitying Pow'r who ever pleads | 
The mournful widow's cauſe, and throws a wing 


Of ſoft compaſſion round the couch of pain, 


Shall ſhield thee in diſtreſs ; his goodneſs pour 
The oil of gladneſs in thy languid ſoul, 

His promiſe certain, never to forſake : 
The wretch with ſorrow pin'd, and whelm'd in I 
This ratify'd by heav'n's ſtrong golden ſeal I tears. 
My fainting ſpirit cheers—let it revive 


Thy boſom too, and reſcue from deſpair 


My life's beſt part, while fleeting life remain'd. 


Parent of mercy, hear ! as now I breathe 


« My ſoul into thy hands—oh caſt a gleam 


Of mercy from thy heaven, as I expire ! 


Robb'd of an earthly father, I reſign 
To thy protecting and paternal care 
My weeping fatherleſs'\—He adds no more, 


But fainting, backward on his pillow falls, 


And hes ſome moments in a numbing trance, 
Bereft of ſenſe and life—How well compar'd 
To the dim tapers which, e'er it expires 

Sudden fe Ktndling, ſhoots a parting blaze, 2 
And ; 


And leaps into a bright and quiv'ring flame. 

; So life &er quite extinct, eſſay'd once more 
To look abroad, his eyelids to uncloſe 

2 | Swimming in death—Again he faintly ſtrives, 
® But vain th' attempt one parting ſigh to breathe, 
3 Which dy'd away before it reach'd the ear 

b Of thoſe in ſolemn woe that weep'd around 


Ir 


: 21 Yet ſtill the huſband, friend, and father lives 
In each pale livid look - affection ſtil!l 
Glow'd in his viſage and ſoft ſmiling eye, 

- | How ſoon to drop its beams within a grave! 
3 a But, ah! the fondeſt glance reſerv'd to throw 


in 
rs. ; 
On his lov'd ſpeechleſs orphans e'er he dies; 

- One parting pitying look (he could no more) 
Gleam'd on his widow'd reli, whelm'd in tears, 
While living, ne'er beheld without a ſmile; 

: Fixt in this poſture, and his eyes uprais'd 

: To heaven, and bidding earth a long adieu, 

7 They cloſe in ſhades of death, and ſhine their laſt. 
| Sorrow no longer ſilent, dumb no more, 

Burſts out in loud laments Each boſom tore 
With racking torture and tumult'ous pain, ; 

Refuſes comfort, till all-healing time, 

That mitigates and calms all human woes, 

| Cave leave to each ſad breaſt in ſighs to breathe 
3 Its latent ſorrows, and the bleeding pangs 
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His couch, bedew'd with ſtreams of guſhing tears. 
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The ornamented- marble, rifing high 


4 MEDITATIONS 


That cleft each throbbing boſom ;<-ſay, oh where 


Shall wretchedneſs retire, to what kind pow'r 

Affliction bend the knee; into whoſe breaſt 

The widow and the helpleſs orphan pour 

Their puſhing tears in gulphs of anguiſh drown'd! 
Daughters and ſons of ſorrow ! lift your thoughts 

Up to yon golden heaven, where ſits enthron'd 

All nature's awful God, preſent to hear 

The mourner's ſigh, and looſe the pris'ners chain; 

Weak every other help, to him retire 


For ſnhelter, when no cov'ring elſe is near 


To ſhade you from diſtreſs his ſtrength your guide; 

His arm your ſtay and ſafeguard, journeying on 

From life to death, from childhood to the tomb. 
In penſive thought from ſtone to ſtone J rove, 

Gtav'd with memento's pointing to my own; 

Sad filent preachers, that record the doom 

Of thoſe who liv'd like me, but now are duſt; 


Death's mouldering victims, ſerving to adorn 
His triumphs and atteſt his ſov'reign ſway ! 


While thefe kind monitors in heaps around 
Arreſt my eye, inviting me fo weigh | 

Their ſolemn purport—truths which they unfold; 
A venerable buſt appears in view, 

Whoſe grave and ſable aſpect ſeems to wear 

The character inſcrib'd of ſober age. 


Above 
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AMONG THE ToMBs. 3; 
Above the low and humble ſtones that ſhade 
The vulgar dead, in life muſt ſure denote 

; Some nobler ſtation=nearer now I draw 

: To the recording marble; and enquire 
Ot who, or what beneath its ſurface les ? 

| This tells me, he who fleeps within this grave 
Was once poſſeſſor and the happy lord 

Of ample manors, by the hand of care 
And induſtry entich'd the fettile ſoil. 

5 In its gay periods, juſt in manhood's bloom, 


1% 


Hlorried away to lodge within a tomb. 
gay, did his eye n6t often want repoſe ; 

. | His food the bread of care, his viſage pal'd 
0 With anxious vigilance; too ſhort the day 

1 For his laborious toils, in wider bounds 

| 1 To fence his large poſſeſſions; field to field 
Adjoining, to augment the needleſs ſtores 
That wiſe and frugal nature ne'er demands; 
; Unſatiate, 'till his golden treaſures ſwell 
2 Ample, as boundleſs as his wild defires ! 


we 


Mark worldly wiſdom's folly, how it cheats 
The bubbled heart=how childiſh, yet how ſage ! 
| An ideot baby prudence, when it weighs 
| Time with Eternity—a fleeting hour 
With ages, deftin'd never to expire. 
| While all the Wheels of action ſmoothly glide, 

D 2 And 
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7 Summon'd from life to death from rooms of ſtate 


| 
| 
M 
; 
[i 
0 


— — 


35 MEDITATIONS. 3 
And time has kindly ripen'd and matur dd 
His fav'rite ſchemes that promis'd to compleat | 4 
Each bliſs his boſom panted to enjoy: 9 
Is that important hour upon the wing, 

Which drops upon his head thoſe cordial ſweets. | 
For which he long has languiſh'd ?—See on high 3 


The awful power enthron'd, whoſe eye derides 
This Babel builder, mocks his wiſdom's dream; 
Death touches the thin bubble With a ſtroke 
The weak and labour'd fabric turns to duſt. F 
The cobweb thread indeed fo finely ſpun, 4 
Yet broke with greater eaſe, was ſwep'd away = 
In one ſhort moment—all the airy ſchemes 2 
Of this prozeQor, wiſdom's learned fool, L 
This grey-hair'd infant, cradled child in years 
(Ah pin the bib cloſe o'er the ſage's gown) Tz 
All ſunk and buried with him in a grave. 3} 
Juſt in the triumph of his finiſh'd fame; 5 
Lord of earth's pleaſures in the morning's daun, 

A prey to worms before its ev'ning clos'd. 4 
Say ye who waited round him, Tron the ſtring 7 
Of deſtiny, when the barb'd arrow flew, 
What the ſad filent language of the ſoul, ” 
Burſting the bars of life—Hear then its voice, 
Its broken accents utter'd in deſpair— Wy 
4 Dreadful thy ſting, oh death; thy pois'nous dam by 
6 How p: jercing, and how cruel when it wounds BY 
Tee £ 
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7 55 The careleſs boſom ! fonder of the toys 

1 5 « That glitter for a moment, than the crown 

© Whoſe ſplendor, and whoſe light ſhall never fade! 
I 2 1 « With vaſt eternity when years are weigh'd, 

Hou pond'rous is the ſcale that lifts on high 

„ That bubble time, and toſſes it in air! 

W Where now the joys of fleeting life! oh where 
4 2 The ſweets of boaſted ſcience ! uſeleſs, vain 

| 8 « All other knowledge, if the ſoul, untaught 

1 « In iſdom's ſchool, forgets its main deſign ; 

= « Prefers a moment's trifle to the joys 

3 5 That bloom above for ever Heav'n, oh ſpare 

6 A few ſhort minutes yet !—he fain would breathe 

1 1 A few vain wiſhes more—O Death allow _ 

3 bl « The reſpite of an hour—then groan'd his 1a 

WW The arrow was let fly—Convulſions ſhake 

l 15 His trembling nerves, and in a moment tear 

z « Frail life aſunder—the weak tott'ring frame 

n, | 7 In agonies diſſolv'd, returns to duſt.” 

5 Say, is the ſilver wedge, the golden ore, 

5 © The rubies, or the brilliant's ſparkling ſtone 
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1 5 Dag from each India's mines, a worthy prize of 
7 To oratify ambition's proud deſire ? = 


| , That peace which blooms in virtue's flow'ry foil, 
7 Shades all the luſtre, quenches ev'ry beam 
© Shot:from the faded gem—the regal crown, 
The laurel. wreath that binds the rictox's hooks : 
Wei i 4 


38 MEDITATIONS 
Weigh'd with the boſom's tranſport, baby-toys... 

Turn then the wiſhful eye above, and view 
The palms hung out from yonder op'ning ſkies; 
For theſe contend and pant ; the treaſures theſe 
In heaven's green verdant graves that ever bloom. 

Riches, whoſe fair inviting charms allure 
The ſoul to earth from heaven, hang a weight 
On man's affections, ſtriying to attain 


Superior laſting treaſures worth his care. 


Say, what the bliſs they promis'd to beſtow ? 
Accumulated anguiſh, when the hour, 
The deftin'd period ſnatches them away. 
Into the cup, inſtead of cordial pour'd 
Of ebbing life, a poiſan they infuſe, | 
And on our dying pillow plant a thorn. 
Some e'er they make their exit from the cares 


That burden human life, have ſtretch'd their ſpan 


To the full length and period heav'n aſſigns 

For man to breathe on earth theſe ſure have fign'd 
A peace with nature's God, engag'd his ſmiles | 
E'er age approach'd, when youth was in its bloom, 
Or nature languiſn'd and their ſtrength became 
Sorrow and labour—dreadſul the delay 

That prompts us not to ſhed a mourn ſul tear 

Of penitence, for guilt yet unatton'd, 
Till the weak eye ſcaree darts a fickly beam 
From its dull orb in darkneſs almoſt clos'd, 


The 
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ue night but juſt diſtinguiſh'd from the day. 

he cruſh'd, ambition! drop thy waving plume, 

Pride trodden in the duſt, the toys reſign'd 
Which honour, birth and dignity demand; 

The heart in pieces rent, the humble knee 

Low bent, in adorations to the ſky, 

% Beſt ſuited to their ſtate, who proſtrate fall, 

Now breathe a ſigh, now ſhed a tear of woe, 

And pant for joys in heaven that ever bloom. | 

2 3 When age has wither'd youth's fair florid brow, 

; | # And turn'd the cheek of vig'rous manhood pale; 

1 How vain the effort then within the ſoul 

| To plant the ſeeds of virtue—to begin 

| To live, when faint and dropping in a tomb 

The deep impreſſions fix'd upon the heart 
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F B/ guilty habits rooted there by time; 
an By months, nor years, perhaps an age effac'd, 
2 Maintain their conqueſts ruling uncontroul'd. 
ot The ſpots that mark and ſtain the leopard's ſkin | 
5 And Ethiop's cheek, waſh'd off with leſſer pains. 
Tm BR See the dread precipice on which he ſtands 
| 2 nmindful of his god, till trembling age 
: © Awakes his ſleeping terrors—How deplor'd 
5 . And wretched, whom a wonder ſearce can ſave 
| But, oh! not yet abandon'd to deſpair. 
© Reſt on his healing love, whoſe potent voice 
In a ſhort moment calms the mourner's Pain, 
The 
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4 MEDITATIONS 
Relieves the boſom? s pangs, and drives away 
The anguiſh that corrodes the wretch's breaſt. 
Yet, ah, be wiſe in time, nor truſt your fate 
To the dark doubtful hazard of an hour! 
Eternity the ſtake—the bliſs of heaven, 
Or pangs of hell the prize for which you toil, 
Tho! vig'rous youth now blooming in its prime, 
And dancing blood beats high in ev'ry vein ; 


That pow'r who lengthens, or contracts our days, 


May burſt the thread of life, nor time allow 
For the ſad ſoul to breathe one fervent prayer, 


F'er learnt the uſeful ſcience—hoaw 70 dye. 
Catch then the ſolemn moments as they fly, 


When fled for ever loſt—youth's roſy prime 


Death, unperceiv'd, may wither in an hour; 


The ſhaft of death in ſecret aim be hurl'd, 

Deſtin'd to wound and lodge within our heart. 
Permit not then the morning of your days, 

The bloom of youthful life, to glide away 

In folly's wanton dreams! Your golden hours, 

If well improv'd, convey upon their wing 

Treaſures immortal, deathleſs, large and pure; 


Wreaths ever verdant ; crowns that never fade, 


Woven above by cherubs to adorn, 
And bind around the pious victor's brow /! 
Let then the morning's ſun and ev'ning's ſhade 


Find you employ'd in wiſdom's uſeful ſchemes, 
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Which reaſon, man's enlighten'd teacher, plans; 


Not idly active in the ſearch of joys, 

Tnat dreaming fancy dreſſes up in charms, 
Which catch the eye and glitter for a while, 
Juſt glare and vaniſh ; juſt appear and dye; 
Thin, airy, light—the ſhadow of a ſhade. 
While loit'ring on, inſenſible and gay, 

That fell deſtroyer death, unmark'd the blow 


Whence ſprings the ſhaft, may then be whetting 
[keen 


Its point directed to the victim's heart. 
One day by chance I view'd a careleſs jay, 
(Ah how unconſcious of his death ſo near) 


Dreſſing his varied plumes - from bough to bough 


As now the rover ſkipp'd, the fowler's eye 
Beheld him ſportive, and with levell'd aim 
His tube directing, pours a leaden ſhow'r 

From the diſploding engine's burſting fire; 


Swift, as the light'ning thro? the wounded air 


Flies the wing'd death; and in a moment lays 


5 5 The panting victim flutt'ring on the ground. 


Juſt ſuch his fate who ſlights the preſent hour, 


And truſts to-morrow's dawn to reconcile 


And ſeal his peace with heav'n; but e'er the light 


Of the next morning opens, from the ſtring 
The arrow bounds, with a commiſſion arm'd 


Io lay the wiſe projector in the duſt. 


Ite promis'd debts to-morrow ſeldom pays, 
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42 MEDITATIONS 1 


But often cheats the eredulous to- day. x 
A courtier, ſmiling only to delude, : 
That gulls each fool who thought his vow ſincere, 3 
In life's laſt tage, ſome drop into the tomb | 
With piety replete, and full of days; | 4 
By wiſdom taught to lay in timely ſtores, 2 
Proviſions to regale, and feaſt the foul 1 
Thro' endleſs ages—fit to entertain 1 


Ta wound our peace and blaft each human joy. 


Poſſeſſors of that heaven they now enjoy. 
The miſer's wealth for ever on the wing, 
The ſhort-liv'd boaſt and treaſures of an hour; 2 
Once fled, quite loſt for ever while the hand 2 


That deals its charities, has found a way : I 
To multiply its riches, and encreaſe A 
Thoſe funds it ſeems to laviſh and impair; 2 
Our conſtant kind companions theſe, that guide 'Y 
The ſoul in triumph to the gates of bliſoz. 


Short life expir'd within the ſolemn gloom 
And peaceful habitations of the dead, 
Sleeps our religious duſt, to ſigh no more 
Beneath the pond'rous galling weight of care; 
Eſcap'd the latent toils, which oft conſpir'd 


In thefe retreats of death, theſe ſilent cells 

Of laſting reſt that quiet all our woes; 

The head forgets its pain, the eye bedew'd 

No more with guſhing tears; the heart reliev'd 

| From 
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: From thoſe convulſive pangs, which often tore 
| Its ſtrings aſunder—here the body fleeps 
Untortur'd by the flow.and ling'ring pains 
That waſted fading life; each deeper wound 
"ZZ Eſcap'd, that death alone can heal and cure: 


1 . Here dangers ceaſe to threaten and alarm 


«| The ſoul with boding fears; here downy peace, 
®= Softens their filent couch from all the cares 
Embittering life, ſecur'd their ſtill repoſe, 


1 Reſt then ye ſacred relics, pain'd no more 


Within this quiet hoſpitable gloom ; 

Þ Your ſlumbers ſweet and gentle, till the day 

When the laſt trumpet wakes you from the grave, 
22 Thro' your dark manſions pours that ſolemn ſound, 
7 Ariſe ye dead] Rekindling duſt ariſe ! 

3 - 7 Shake off the chains of death, that holds its flaves 

| * Captive no more—See, ſee a golden light 


3 
* 


Springs from above, with life upon its wings, 
Heav'n's glory darting round a radiant beam, 
That cheers the ſolemn darkneſs of the tomb. 
To theſe how calm the eve of ebbing life; | 
How ſmiling and ſerene, the ſun that clos'd | 
Their eyes in death ? tho? fainting as they view'd 
Their laſt great enemy approach, how rais'd 
Their chearful hopes in that laſt folemn hour ; 
Reflecting (as they bid a laſt adieu ö 
a | To the world's tranſient glories ere they die) ! 
. On | 


44 MEDITATIONS 


On a Redeemer's love, who dy'd to give, 


And roſe again to ſeal, their boſom's peace; 
A Saviour ſmiling, and a God appeas'd, 
Sin pardon'd, bliſs afſu:*d, and death diſarm'd, 
On his own arrow deſtin'd to expire. 

Where now thy plume, ambition ? or thy boaſt, 
Gn wealth? or where that airy bubble fame? 1 
Short momentary ſhadow ? honour's blaze? 1 
As vain the proudeſt trophies of renown. 
Glitt'ring and fair to- day to- morrow duſt, 


Say in this panting ſtruggle, when the ſoul : 
Is ready to deſert its houſe of clay ; 
Can fame its anguiſh ſoften, titles ſmooth 
The clammy couch of death, or ſcepters yield | 
A balm to ſtop its agonizing pains ? | =_ 
In this ſad ſolemn ſcene, heav'n's choſen few, 


No terrors felt, enjoy a ſweet repoſe ; JM 


8 


Leaning their fainting heads upon that arm 
That bears the faint in triumph to the ſky; 
Plucks out the ſting of death, whofe ſable plumes 
The ſpade, the coflin, and the wither'd bone, 
The ſpoils and trophies of the tyrant's rage, 
Wave on his dreadful enſigns now no more. 
New-modell'd from the grave its tenants ſpring, 
Pregnant with life each animated tomb, 
Here reſt awhile ye pious ſilent ſhades ; [2 5 
And j joy that nature's ſtruggles now are © er! 
FOR: | Your 
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Your bodies ſleep in duſt, while on the wing 

= Your ſouls are mounting to yon azure ſkies, 

7 Bright ſcenes, inviſible to mortal view. 
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Inſtead of weeping friends that ſigh around 


. — % 


| Pour dying couch, how pleaſing to behold. 
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A train of guardian angels point the way 
| That leads you up to heav'n's immortal bowers, 
55 T hro' tracks of golden light and worlds unknown! 
2 he gloomy vale of tears, the realms of woe | 
2 Forgot for ever, as you now arrive 
On the bright frontiers, at the ſapphire doors, 
2 0 Spontaneous op' ning that direct the eye, | 
2 Where ſits the awful Deity enthron'd. 
3 15 Here muſic breathing all its ſofteſt ſtrains 
Prom the full choir of hymning ſeraphs pour'd, 
4 | Thus hales your bleſt approach“ Lift up your 
E. Ve gates that on your golden hinges turn; [heads 

Te everlaſting doors an ent'rance yield 

an © To heav'n's elected ſaints, the heirs of bliſs.“ 
s (3 Here let us leave awhile, beneath the gloom 
a And darkneſs of the grave, your ſleeping clay 
From tears, from danger, from diſtreſs convey'd 
Up. to that Paradiſe, whoſe gardens bloom 
With ſpring eternal, wreaths that never fade; 
c One pure, unvaried, endleſs ſcene of joy. 
Angels your bright companions, while you ſmile 
| IS, Around heav'n's radiant throne, your preſent joy. 
i Pa 
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46 MEDITATIONS 
Paſt utterance=yet augmented by a view 


Of greater and more cofdial bliſs to come. 


The impious tongue of folly may deride, 


The infidel his pois'nous arrows throw 


To wound and ſtain that virtue which he ſcorns; 
Be it my wiſh, when ſummon'd to a grave, 


.My wiſer choice the good man's fate to ſhare, 


His peace in life—his raptures when he dies. 
What awful figure that which ſtrikes my eye 


With blazing 'ſcutcheons that adorn his tomb? 


His elevated ſtatue, ſoaring high 

Above each vulgar buſt, aſſumes an air 
Of proud importance, ſeeming to deride 
The ſordid duſt of thoſe that ſleep below; 


The ſword, the falchion, the portended ſpear, 


Dire inſtruments of death, that ſtain the field 


With ſanguine flaughter in a dread array ; 


Magnificence how awful, ſpread a gleam 
Of terror, threat'ning round the warrior's tomb! 
The ſtrokes of art, the animating ſteel, 


The oſtentatious exfigns that adorn 


The hero's marble blazing o'er his urn; 
Methods how vain to bribe the vote of fame, 


The ſculptur'd ſtone unable to ſecure 
With all its boaſt a poſthumous renown ? 


The patriot in his country's cauſe who bleeds, 
A monument more durable and ſtrong, 
Unite: 


| Vnites each grateful heart that ſhall defy 

| The tooth and rage of time, and fairer blooms, 
Wen the proud ſtatue and the crumbling buſt 
2 | 3 In ruins whelm'd, to aſhes ſhall be turn'd. 

1 5 Such be the monument I wiſh to rear 
cover my breathleſs duſt ; within the breaſt 

1 5 Of each ſurviving friend let me inſcribe 

A fair memorial of my guiltleſs fame, 

: A life not lent in vain, that ſtrove to pleaſe 
yu kind munificence and cordial love, 
And every act which charity inſpires. 

| | 2 When lodg'd beneath the ſhadow of a tomb, 
be weeping poor, oft paſſing near my grave, 


Shall thus, in tears, their grateful ſorrows pour 
Around my peaceful urn—* Within the gloom 
of this dark cell, the hallow'd relicks ſleep 
„Of one, whoſe kindly love and pitying care, | 
„When fad diſtreſs had child the aking heart, 


His tender viſits oft my pangs reliev'd 

: When languiſhing upon a bed of pain; 

4 Pale; meagre famine, by his generous hand, 
KRais'd from its cell, and reſcued from deſpair ! 
5 Oft have his friendly counſels been a guide 


Of gladneſs on my ſpirit, broke with cares! 


uach bliſs of life, each comfort I enjoy, 


q1tes 
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{* Oft ſtop'd the ſigh, and cheer'd the face of woe.“ 


To my perplexing thoughts, and pour'd the oil 


Each 
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„Of his wiſe admonitions, which ſuſtain'd 


And breathe into my ear the ſweeteſt ſound.” 


To lateſt time ?—to great as well as ſmall 


„Each conſolation which my boſom. feels, 
That now I breathe and live—all, all I owe 
To his kind pitying eye, that boundleſs love 
That render'd life a bleſſing worth my care! 
Let then the ignorant, the once prophane, 


Lift up their thoughts to Heaven, as o'er my tomb 1 


They ſhed a grateful tear, and thus bemoan 
The aſhes of their friend Beneath this ſtone 

© Sleep his remains, whoſe piety and care 

* Watch'd o'er my ſoul, and guarded it from ſnares; 
« Still I lament the wanton heedleſs hours 

© That flatter'd, and that hurried me to tread 
The ſmooth and pleaſing paths that led me on 
Fo quick perdition—trembling, ſtill I view 
The dreadful precipice on which I hung, 

© Th? amazing height, the roaring gulph below; 
Where, plung'd into the deep abyſs, I ſoon 
Had fell precipitate, without the aid 


My ſteps, and check'd my folly's wild career! 
« Whoſe precepts ſtill ſit warm upon my heart, 


Say! are we fond our glories to convey 


Expanded wide the door that leads to fame! 
Be it our warm ambition's ardent aim, 


By ſanity of life no vice has ſtam'd 
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"Z To claim a crown, to get our names enroll'd 
j x In heaven's bright annals ; this the nobleſt far 
Ot all ditinQions ; fairer than the wreath 


Brighter than that which blazes from a throne ! 
The ſhort memorials of all wordly fame 

f 2 Time ſhall obliterate ; the voice of thoſe 

XZ Whole int'reſt we eſpouſe, and well-lay'd plan, 
Hlarmonious now their eloquence, how ſoon 
dall death conſign to ſilence in the grave? 
The characters engrav'd with points of ſteel 

2 Upon the ſolid rock, or plates of gold, 

The eye ſhall hardly read, when time has wore 
= TY inſcription from the ſilent mould'ring ſtone 
1 Which cruſhes the proud column into duſt: 


- oP While the green wreaths by virtuous heroes claim'd 
8 In heaven's freſh verdant gardens ever bloom. 

25 = | That gloomy entrance which directs the eye 
= 5 To the damp vault, where duſt to duſt returns! 
Here let me muſe awhile, and take a view 

| of the dark manſion.— Whoſe remains are clos?d 
Within this houſe of death ?—the ſullen door 
rates on its hinges, ſeeming to receive 


With murmurs and reluctance thoſe that pay 
A ſolemn viſit to this dreary cell. 


rheſe awful trembling thoughts, as I deſcend 
: Vor. I. E | Down 


That binds the conqu*rors brow; and darts a light 


hat mean theſe ſudden tremors ? why this dread, 


— 
8 — 
A 


—ä — 
— — 


88 
SAA 


r * — 
ib 


50 MEDITATIONS 
Down to this vale of horror, where entomb'd 
The pallid nations of the dead are clos'd ? 
Be ſooth'd my ſoul! within theſe quiet rooms, 
Theſe. filent habitations, built to ſhade _ 
Man's crumbling duſt, thou nothing haſt to fear 
Where guilt forgets to vex or trouble more ! | 
How ſolemn 1s the ſcene ! how dread the gloom! 2 ; 
Perpetual darkneſs ! night without a day! 
Black doleful ſolitude! where cloſely join'd, 
Terror and ſorrow, ſeeming to unite, 
Have fixt their melancholy ſad abode ! 
Hark ! how at ev'ry tread the hollow dome 1 
Reſounds beneath my foot ! the echo's voice 3 
That long has ſlept, awaken'd now, is heard Z 7 
To breathe and whiſper round the vaulted walls! | 5 
A. feeble gleam of light juſt finds a way 3 
Thro' the dark grates, which from each coffin's nails| x 
RefleQed, ſheds a glimm'ring ray, and ſhews : : 
The tomb, where ſleeps the mould'ring duſt belon | "3 
Such ſpectacles of woe, half hid in ſhades, : 
Half by the baleful twilight gleam diſclos'd, 
On theſe dread gloomy manſions ſerve to give 
A deeper horror—penſive as I pore 
On each inſcription, half by time effac'd, 
No vulgar aſhes ſeem to enter here; 
Birth, honour, titles, dignity and fame 
Claim a pre-eminence to reſt beneath 


Sad 
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| BY death unconquer'd, lives beyond the grave! 
: | The great, the mighty, once in life renown'd, 
x N | Demand the tribute of a nobler tomb. 

# In mournful pompous order ſee 'em rang'd, 

| A tow'ring marble arch, rais'd high, to grace 


A kW r 


3 I Their rotting relics ; while th' ignoble dead 
A grafly turf conceals, without a ſtone. 
: 1 My penſive breaſt now eas'd of its ſurpriſe, 


3 No longer dreads the ſhadowy phantoms rais'd 
f , fear and fancy's wild creative pow'r; 
4 No pallid ghoſt, no ſpectre heard or ſeen, 
| Silence the regent of theſe dark abodes! 

Yet Kill with dread and reverential awe - 
1 traverſe their black monuments, long fam'd 
, In life, now cover'd in a bed of clay ; 
> 3 I Where honour is forgot, diſtinction dies; 
1 The proud, the mean, che tyrant and the ſlave, 
I Levell'd by death, and lodg'd within a tomb, 
5 One common undiſtinguiſh'd maſs of clay. 


The lords of ample manors, rich domains, 
Who claim'd a worſhip from each bended knee, 
1 Here drop their dignity, their plumes reſign: 


Their vaſt revenues now and ſplendid ſtores 
All hid, and clos'd within the winding ſhroud ! 


W 7 heir luſtres, with a golden light that blaz'd! | 
1 „ Th 


AMONG THE TOMBS. 5 


3 This vaulted roof; where vain and ermin'd pride 


Where now their rooms of ſtate, their gay ſaloons, 
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52 MEDITATIONS 

The ſplendid dome, where pridelate builta throne, 
Chang'd for a niche within a darkſome cell. 

No gay retinue in theſe loneſome ſhades 

Attend the ſtateſman's or the patriot's urn, 
Corruption here the brother of renown ! 

Heroes and kings to crawling worms ally'd ; 
His ſcepter, clay; the monarch's wreath, but duſt. 
A duſty ſtatue taught by art to ſhed 

Its marbled tears upon the crumbling tomb. 
See, grandeur, thy reward! and birth, thy prize! 
Your ſpring, alas, how diff'rent from your fall; 
Fair as the ſun altho' your mornings ſhine, 
How ſoon your ev'nings ſhall be clos'd in ſhade! 
The filver ſtar that beams upon your breaſt, 
The coronet that now your temples binds, - oh 
For what exchang'd ?—a tatter'd ' ſcutcheon hung, z . 
A poor atchievment plac'd above your urn; pF 2 


8 


Theſe the remains of dignity expir'd, 3 
The empty emblems of your loſt renown. 
What, tho” your blood thro? royal channels flow'd, 
A race of heroes ſhining in the train 


Of your fam'd anceftry—When life expires, 


| And death has ſign'd your ſummons to a tomb, 
b Say, who your kindred then? to whom allied? 
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To reptiles!—Brothers of the gnawing worm! 


A truth, how ſolemn this, of pow'r to wean 
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1 The ſoul's keen appetite from tranſient joys, 5 1 
| | | cel by 
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ue ſickly fading glories all are Joſt, 
And fleet away the moment that they ſmile, 

| Say, what are treaſures to the dead remains 

7 Of breathleſs mortals ? what their pleaſures now? 
1 A bubble broke, their honour's but a dream, 

3 A Wild fancy's child, forgotten in the grave! 

| Man's unexperienc'd yet, and fond deſire 

N N g May paint theſe bleſſings real, ſolid, ſure; 

0 Vet ah, when death has weigh'd 'em in a ſcale, 
Pleeter than wind, and lighter than a plume, 
PZ Theſe tranſitory ſhadows glide away 
Our longeſt comforts ſhorter than a ſpan, 

i Glitt'ring like ſparks the moment they expire. 

One moment more, one ſerious pauſe, my ſoul, 

Indulge, to weigh the gay and glitt'ring toys 

== That catch the eye and captivate the heart! 

2 Feign thyſelf then amongſt the fav'rite few 

© That ſhare the ſmiles of fortune, with a power 

| i In pleaſure's lap to revel, or to ſhine 

1 08 In robes of honour ; tides of riches pour'd 

a8 Each day, to add to thy encreafing ſtores ; 

= 4 Vet, ah, how ſoon the paſſing- bell will toll, 

. 3 The iron tongue of death an end proclaim, 

A final exit to earth's ſhort-liv'd joys! 

5 1 The period haſt'ning on, when triumphs, fame, 

Grandeur, thy pageantry, thy birth, thy plumes, 

Linke the thin ſmoak when ſcatter'd by the wind, 
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54 MEDITATIONS: 


Shall ſoon diſſolve, and vaniſh into air; 

Your weight, a feather—and an hour your ſtay 
Ye breathleſs relics, once in life rever'd, 

Shadows of paſt renown and fame expir'd : 

More ſolid wiſdom from your duſt I pain, 

Than Newton's volumes, or from Bodley's ſhrines, 

What Greece thy porch, or thy learn'd ſages Rome, 

E'er taught, or uttered—1n a winding-ſheet 

J here behold ; proud dignity in duſt, 

Pale grandeur whelm'd, and mould'ring in its urn. 

Let others bend the low and humble knee 

To fortune's favourite ſons ; obſequious fawn 

On grandeur, to. beſtow a gracious ſmile. 


From theſe fad relics, from the ſleeping duſt 
Of mortals, while in life, immortal deem'd, 
To moderate my thirſt of earthly fame; 


Thy gaudy tinſel, wealth ; honour, thy plume, 
Shadows that cheat when courted ; while I aim 


At bliſs more ſolid, glories more ſublime, 


Blooming above, when time ſhall be no more! 
What awful ſound was that? in this dark gloom 
Each whiſper, even the ſtilleſt ſound, alarms 


The liſt'ning ear—it is the bell that gives 


A loud and ſtriking warning to my ſoul, 

Aud ratifies each ſerious thought theſe ſhrines 
Ard ſolemn manſions of the dead inſpir'd. 

It has a voice important, and declares 
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one portion of my deſtin'd race expir'd! 
be ſolemn knell of my departed hours. 
It cries in reaſon's ear, the time redeem, 


98 
121 7 


3 Catch now its fav'rite gales, while yet they breathe, 
Ere loſt ſor ever— tell thy trembling ſoul 

How ſhort life's fleeting journey, with what ſpeed 
5 7 Its ebbing ſand ſinks down, thy minutes all 
Upon the wing, and haſting to be loſt 

| a In time's abyſs ; a borderer each day 

| 5 On that eternal tate, which ev'ry hour 

7 1 Advances nearer, which ſhall ſoon conſign 


"0 
7 


3 Fach mortal to a ſcene of bliſs or woe. 


Sink deep theſe admonitions in my ſoul, 


Grav'd with an adamant, and pen of ſteel 
On my convicted heart; nor age nor time 
Hlave pow'r the ſtrong impreſſion to efface 


Death's triumphe, fixt in my attentive mind. 


Oft have I walk'd beneath th' impending gloom 


Of the dark craggy rock; as often trod 


he ſpaces of the deſart's dreary plain; 
The cavern's deep receſs, and inmoſt ſhade 


Not left unvifited—bur ne'er till now 


Pebeld [ nature, low'ring with a frown, 


by 0 horrid and tremendous ! never awe 
. 9 280 fearful and fo ſtriking child my heart, 
. s felt within theſe black-brow?'d arches, hung 
25 rueful objects, death's imperial ſpoils, 
= - . 4 7 55 Sad 


5% MEDITATIONS 
Sad ſeat of ſorrow, woe's eternal home, 


Where, ghaſtly low'ring, on her ebon throne, 

Deep melancholy ſpreads her raven wings. 

From this dark dread obſcurity, awhile, 

This ſcene of deſolation and deſpair, 

Let me emerge, to breathe a purer heay'n, 

And viſit the bright chearful realms of day. 
Yet eer I leave theſe manſions of the dead, 

Theſe aſhes, once with active life inſpir'd; 

Indulge me, if too curious, to enquire 

{The ſable cov'ring of each tomb ſurvey'd) 


What ghaſtly forms are lodg'd within their urns. 


Here the ſweet winning aſpect, once that wore, 
Blooming in life, a ſoft attractive ſmile, 

Grins horribly, a ghaſtly naked ſkull. 

That eye, which once outſhone the ruby's ray, 
The brilliant's luſtre, and the ſapphire's flame, 
As lightning bright and keen, that dealt its wounds 
And pierc'd each lover's fond ung uarded heart; 
Where are its arrows now, thoſe glances arm'd | fire. 
With death! ow dead their light, how ſunk their 
Where now that moving eloquence which charm'd, 
That ſoft perſuaſion, and thoſe melting ſounds, 
Which once allur'd, and ſooth'd each raptur'dear? 
Silent as night the orator now hes, 

And peaceful as the monument that holds, 
Within a darkſome cell his duſt confin'd. 


The 
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EZ The pamper'd epicure fo lately cloath'd 
5 In purple, ſay what now is his attire, 


What his new ornaments : —IIIs garment duſt, 
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His veſt a clammy clod of mould'ring clay; | a 
2 The pillow where he ſleeps, inſtead of down, . 
y death, how chang'd into a couch of ſtone ! . 
The ſtrong man here reſigns his ſtrength beneath 04 
| * Theſe tow'ring vaults ; the nervous arm unſtrung, 4 
I ue blood no longer dancing in the veins. 
þ Unbrac'd the brawny finews, once the ſeat 
Of vig'rous active life; the hardy bones, 
Once bars of iron, crumbled into duſt. 
# 5 The buſy here, each paſſion quite ſubdu'd 


By death, their fav'rite ſchemes purſue no more; 
Commerce forgets to ſpread her canvas wings, 
Fame ceaſes to incite, and wealth to charm, 
5 Trade's hurry ſpent—the coffin and the ſhrowd 
$ ? Hound all the vain purſuits of earthly care, 
| | 5 The ſons of pleaſure here muſt bid adieu 
, | 0 To all their dear gelights, nor longer bath'd 
ir 1 In rich perfumes, no more with roſes crown'd; 
, KL 1 Frequent the banquet, quaff the nectar'd bow] ; 
2 Here the nice epicure prepares a treat 


Por fat'ning inſects; to the crawling worm 


© Himſelf at laſt a rich and luſcious meal, 
lere beauty drops her luftre—Sigh to view 
Her lillies languiſh, and her roſes fade, 
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In this bleak foil where nought but horror grows, 
Death the great leveller a vial pours 

Of low contempt on her who lately charm'd, 

Robs her of ev'ry grace and youthful ſmile, 
Who lately held the captive world in chains. 

Say, could the ardent lover take a view | 

Of his enchanting fair one in her tomb; | 

His ſtartled eye now weeping o'er her urn, 

Would thus lament—his wonder thus unfold ! 

Was this the object of my fond defire, 

«© Whoſe image always dwelt within my heart, 

Beauty confeſs'd, the faireſt of the fair ! 


„Her form was ſymmetry itſelf, each grace „ | 
And elegance ftill breath'd in ev'ry air; . 


« *Twas muſic when ſhe ſpoke, her heavenly voice 
. A cherub's, when ſhe ſooth'd the lining ear. 
How often has my boſom felt a joy, 
« Kindled with raptures when ſhe look'd a ſmile ?? 
And can thoſe lovely cheeks, thoſe melting eyes 
Once rivals to the morn's refulgent ray, 
80 foon their lightning loſe, their flames reſign'? 
Perfection's ghaſtly relics, beauty's duſt, 

A heap of black deformity, entomb'd. 
Where now thoſe bluſhing looks, thoſe beauteous 
Of coral lips, that neck which iv'ry ſham'd, [twins 
The curls of jetty locks that looſely flow'd 
Around the poliſh'd ſhoulder ? fearſul change! 

OY How 
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How ſudden, how amazing? Fancy's eye 
7 Had drawn a laſting permanent delight; 
But, ah! the glitt'ring ſtar I view'd with joy, 
How ſoon into a fleeting meteor turn'd, 
That beams a light one moment, then expires. 
Phe luminary quench'd, which from its orb 
4 80 lately pour'd a ſtream of golden rays, 

© (Tura'd to a putrid maſs of loathſome clay) 
N Now rolls within its lucid orb no more 
Reſt, poor Amelia, in this cheerleſs tomb! 
| 3 Its deepeſt dark receſſes choſe to hide 

| 15 Thy withering cheeks, which death's cold hand has 
ruck. 
N 57 Let night with her impenetrable gloom 
5 . Conceal thee from the ſight of prying eyes: 


; 5 5 Tell thy ſurviving ſiſters, now in tears, 

5 Lamenting o'er thy breathleſs once-lov'd form, 
% 0 The gloomy vault that holds thy duſt con fin'd, 
Will ſoon be open'd to conceal their own, 

: A As then the flatt'ring glaſs the idol ſhews, 

3 Grecefully fair, and rifing to the eye 


T 2 A beauteous image dreſt with ev'ry charm, 

5 N hen vanity is ſtealing on the ſoul, 

| And pride begins the boſom to inſpire 

1 W. ith dang? rous affectation; bid them view 
bos dark a veil of horror now 15 drawn 


958 © Over thoſe vermeil cheeks, thoie Jucſd eyes 
1 2 That 
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50 MEDITATIONS 
That glitter'd once with luſtre like their own! 
The toilet's morning labours then no more; ; 
More earneſt and ſolicitous the ſoul, 
The jewel lodg'd within it to adorn, 
Than waſte a moment's thought to varniſh o'er 
The caſket which the gem within enfolds. 
Twould then appear ambition's nobleſt aim 
To'cultivate the heart with virtues, fair 
Embelliſh'd, which conſpire to add a charm 
To beauty's ſelf, and dreſs it more divine. 
Should this depreciate then the faireſt form ? 
With ſofter grace it rather would inſpire 


The ſofteſt feature, than impair its charms 3 


The moral ſons of virtue from the tomb 
Riſing immortal; (like the Phoenix? urn 


Impregnate with new life) whence ſprings a race, 


The conquerors of death, by time nor age 
Their bloom effac'd; eternity their claim, 
Unfading wreaths of glory their reward. 

To meditate how ſoon the deſtin'd hour 
May lay me in the duſt, awakes a ſhame, 
Once to have paid devotion to a ſhrine 
Of mouldering fleſh, the childiſh hope how vain 


To draw a laſting bleſſing from a ſhade ? 


This thought inſtructs me ne'er to entertain 
Too high a thought of well-proportion'd clay; 
Tho? beauty in the curious mould may bloom 

| s | | 8 With 


nnd lodge it in a bed of clay- cold earth: 


AMONG THE TOMBS. 67 


With ſoftneſs and the ſweeteſt ſoul inſpir'd. 


This laſt beſt cordial gift of heav'n, that crowns 


Man's happineſs below to be receiv'd 


With gratitude and love, but not rever'd 
Nor worſhip'd with that incenſe flatt'ry pours ; 
That adoration paid before the ſhrines 
Of mottal idols, fancy paints divine. 

My roving meditations now recall'd, 
Which long had wander'd o'er this tender theme, 
A lover's ſoft diſcourſe forgot a while, 
As ſober reaſon now reſumes the reins. 
Converſing long with theſe dark ſcenes that hold 
Death's trophies, and the triumphs of the grave, 
A riſing ſigh my breaſt could not reſtrain, 
Burſting its priſon, as in tears I view 
Creation's nobleſt beings turn'd to duſt, 
In life rever'd, in death a maſs of clay ! 

Muſing awhile within the ſolemn gloom . 
That holds the dead enclos'd, I aſk my heart, 
Shall man's great conqueror then an arrow aim 
At my devoted boſom ? Am I doom'd 
A feaſt for worms, a victim of the grave? 
Once muſt I draw a parting gafp, beccme 
A breathleſs corpſe, and be what I deplore ? 
day, is the hour now haſt'ning on the wing 
Deflin'd to lay this body on the bier, 


When 


62 MEDITATIONS 
When ſome kind friend perhaps may drop a tear, 
And breathe his ſorrows o'er my ſenſeleſs urn ! 
Fixt 1s the ſtrong Yecree—by heav'n's own voice 
The dread commiſſion fign'd, each mortal born 
By nature's law is deſtin'd once to die? 

Say, ſhould ſome ghaſtly figure burſt the tomb, 
Unbar the gates of death, and from its ſhroud 
Starting, in dread deformity appear! 

Should the pale haggard ſkeleton uplift 

Its clattering hands and ſtiffen'd jaws unfold ; 
Horror itſelf leſs horrible ; the ghoſt, 

In hoarſe tremendous murmurs, heaven's decree 
Thus utter—* Mortal, thou art ſoon to die l 
This ſolemn warning, this important ſound 

_ Muſt ſure impreſs an awe upon my ſoul, 

A meſlage ſent in thunders from the ſky, 

Would fill the trembling heart with leſs amaze ! 
Since then my deſtin'd portion is a grave, 
The period fix'd, the latent hour unknown, 
To the world's guilty vanities a foe ; 

Let me aſpire when lifted from the tomb 

Thus to diſarm heav'n's keen avenging frown: 
May then my ebbing ſands that ſwiftly glide 
Down life's frail glaſs, inſtruct me to employ 
The ſhort uncettain intervals that lie 

*Twixt life and death, my title to enſure 

To bliſs, to glory, to heav'n's golden crown. 


Man's 


Wy, 


Ee OP a. _— 5 Y ; 2 "ES : l 
: q 
n — 55 . * 
3 Xx 8 = MET Sr WP 9 — "a0 KEE IAY + * — — 
W 8 - mo x « "PEER N — 1 by : 4 2 

N 1 — 5 Dr. A 5 o r +7 5 SE 
: _ * e bet MES: s OS ORE th 0 OPTI 2p ie gp res by a ⁊ ß ĩͤ BE ES 
3 ** FE . U 2 R 


5 


K. 
2 
be, 
My 
> 
2 
> 
3 
Os 
Ben). 
is 
* 4 
» 1 
OE? 
: 
Set 
FEI: 
* 
5 
13 
N 
S 
3 
IF 
EN 
$58 
ww 


«ft £8 
>. 


2 
3 4 Oe 
DO EW, ea 


WP 


Som Sd ET 

e e 
r N 2 2 
5 


WY 
* 


ONT a, + 


. 


= 
ER 


— 


1 5 * Tu . - wa; © pry onthe 
bi VER ol $5" . TOSS 2 © $I SPS PRE my Ee 3B 
. e ie. 


1 77 A F 3 
S 2 3 WER: 1 4 r eee 
e 


AMONG THE TOMBS. 63 
Man's ghaſtly foe, in ſmiles I then ſhould view, 
And welcome his approach without a tear, 

Since then this body, ſo divinely fram'd, 
Muſt fink a ſhatter'd ruin in its urn; 
That power, thoſe faculties, by heaven inſpir' d, 
Be all exerted to the nobleſt aim, 
The pious ends for which they were beſtow'd : 
Let charity ſtretch out her lib'ral hand, 
And feeling friendſhip wipe away the tear 
From the ſad mourner's cheek, o'erwhelm'd with 
Pale poverty, by my indulgent care l woe. 
Be baniſh'd from the peaſant's hungry cell; 
My heart relenting, while my ear attends 
The orphan's ſigh in depths of ſorrow drown'd. 
Bend then my knees, in adoration bow 


To heaven's empyreal throne—with downcaſt eyes 


On earth, in penitential forrow mourn ; 
Or lifted on devotion's flaming wing, 
Unbar the gates of light above the ſky! 
For pardon ſupplicate, for mercy ſue. 
In every friendly intercourſe, the law 
Of kindneſs on my lips for ever dwell : 
Loud as the trumpet's voice let me proclaim 
To man his title to immortal crowns ! 
By one great victim ſlain, each guilt atton'd, 
A bleeding ſaviour and a god appeas'd. 
| 8 Againſt 
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64 MEDITATIONS 
Againſt the tongue of ſlander, let my ear 
Be ever clos'd; and riot's nanſeous tale, 
Thy precepts, wiſdom ; which the voice divine 
Dictates, my raptur'd ſouls ſupremeſt joy, 
Oh, bear me to the temple, where enthron'd 
The lord of glory ſits in awful ſtate _ 
And fearful majeſty ; the poww'r array'd, 
Pleas'd to attend the couches, where in tears 
The aged languiſh, and the poor complain; 
And poverty's pale look a pity claim 
From charity's benign and bounteous hand. 
If virtues fair as theſe my life adorn, 
Uſeleſs th? embalmer's labour, vain his care 


My relics to preſerve when mixt with clay, 


And guard me from corruption in the grave. 
»Tis innocence which ſheds the rich perfume, 
And pours the ſweeteſt odours on our urn, 
From whence our ſleeping aſhes ſhall ariſe, 
Glowing with life immortal, pure, refin'd, 


From their dark priſon, riſing to the ſkies 


Triumphant, and to death no more a prey. 
Each ſpot ſurvey'd, mortality's laſt home, 
Where ſleep thy ſpoils, oh death, to duſt conſign'd, 
Hence mounted high on contemplation's wing, 
Fancy convey'd me, (ſuch her roving pow'r) 
Where, - Calvary, thy fatal lowring brow 
O'erlooks the garden, in whoſe rocky cave 


1 


All nature's ſovereign lord of earth and heav'n, 
The architect divine was once entomb'd. 

The godhead here a tenant of the grave; 
Creation's builder dwelling now with worms! 
Tremendous vault, what pris' ner doſt thou cloſe ? 
One who aſſumes the light for his attire ; 
Tempeſts his chariot, and his wings the wind; 
On whoſe ſtrong rapid plumes he rides ſablime, 
When borne triumphant thro? th' empyreal ſky ! 
Myriads of flaming cherubs grace his throne, 
Who can too oft theſe wond'rous truths diſplay, 
Or dwell too long on this tranſporting theme ? 


. He who above ſupreme in glory reigns, 

i Diffuſing bliſs to all his ſaints around, 

| Lay thus a pale and bleeding corſe, enclos'd 
Within the gloomy confines of a grave! 

; How great thy triumph, death ! hew rich thy 
l 7 In that important moment, when thy bow [ {pail ! 
: Unpeopling waſted empires, cou'd detain * 

Ho So great a pris'ner breathleſs in the tomb ! 

: Yet boaſt not tyrant long thy ſavage pow'r ; 

5 Soon ſhall thy laurels fade; the victim riſe 


Victorious and immortal from the grave! 


Dying, to live with deathleſs glories crown'd, 
Whoſe ſhort and tranſient ſlumbers open threw 


2 by brazen gates, unlock'd the bolted door 
Vol, k. F Which 
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66 MEDITATIONS 
Which held fo long thy captives bound in chains, 


Myſtic amazing change! for mortals born 

* Jo put on immortality—the grave 

| A ſource of new exiſtence, life renew'd 

| | From kindling duſt, deſtin'd no more to dye; 

The mighty victor robb'd of all his power, 

| And by the point of his own arrow ſlain. 
Dread then no more the horrors of a tomb, 

The dark and dreary paſſage of the grave; 


Death's diſmal vaults enlighten'd now and cheer'd; 
Each bed of duſt ſtrew'd o'er with rich perfumes, 
=. And odours breathing from Maſiab's urn, 
Death now but life's beginning —'Tis the door 
Op'ning immortal proſpects to our view | 

"Tis ſorrow's exit—a diſcharge from tears; 

| That brightens and refines our mould'ring clay; 
| The prelude to unfading endleſs joys ! 

Thy jav'lin, death, like the fam'd Pelian ſpear, 
Infixing firſt the wound it after heals. 

| Why ſtartl'd and amaz'd ye ſlaves of fear ? 

| Why penſive when the paſſing bell reſounds 

| A ſummons to the grave? the mournful eye 


| Why trembling to behold an open'd tomb? 
| Tho? yet in bondage to that griſly king 

| Of terrors (man's envenom'd deadly foe, 

| * Whoſe quiver empties nations, and diſarms 
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AMONG THE TOMBS. 67 
The ſtrong and mighty) breathe an ardent prayer 
Too him who ſits above, in glory thron'd 
| With his eternal parent, cloath'd in rays 1 
Of light ineffable—and if ſecure | 1 
Of his redeeming love, thy faith ſhall break + 

The tyrant's bonds, and free thee from his chains. ; | 

Hail! Halcyon days return'd ! unclouded ſkies i 
And years with never-fading ſpring that bloom ! ; | 
Peace, friendſhip, amity, and concord mild | | 
Shall ſmile and flouriſh when Me/7iah reigns, 
Secure beneath his wing, thou ſhalt deride 
Death's awful terrors, preſs beneath thy feet 
That ghaſtly tyrant—round the aſpic's hole 
Thou then ſhalt play—the cockatrice no more. 
Thy dauntleſs hand ſhall dread ; the viper's tooth 
Shall faſten on thy arm—nor leave a wound. 

Life ſpringing from the duſt !—A truth reveal'd 
And ratified by heaven's authentic ſeal, 
A 4 How grateful, and what muſic to the ear! 

2 - My anxious thoughts relieving, while my foul 

; Starts this alarming doubt Sha! death confine 
1 | . (How abje& their condition) in this glocm 

; : © 'Theſe corpſe” for ever clos'd ? Is this decreed 
Their laſt and final ſtate? A grave their home! 
N 4 Shall the grim tyrant frown, his ſavage arm 
3 Still boaſt his triumphs, nor unbar the tomb j 
M F 2 That | 
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68 MEDITATION S 


That holds his ſlaves impriſon'd in their urns ” 
A voice divine is heard, (the cheering ſound 
How rapt'rous, and dilates the heart with joy) 
That intimates to man the ſpeeding hour 
Is on the wing, that bears the fixt decree [grave, 
Sign'd by heaven's hand, which reſcues from the 
The dark abodes beneath, their beds of clay 
Burſt ope the marble doors that long have held 
Their pris'ners bound in adamantine chains! 
When from his throne Meſſiah ſhall deſcend, 
Th? archangel's trump reſounding, as he flies 
From world to world, his voice the dead ſhall hear, 
Deſtruction's ſelf awaken'd at his call, 
Each tomb reſign its duſt, and back returns 
Its captives, to behold once more the ſkies ; 
Who bounding with freſh vigour from their urns 
Shall quit their deſolate and dark abode ; 
Spring up immortal, flaves of death no more, 
To meet their Lord triumphant in the air! 
Say, in what extacies of cordial joy, 
What foft endearments, zaptures how ſincere, 
Shall the glad ſmiling ſoal again be join'd 
To the lov'd relics, its forgotten clay ? | 


Their tranſports ſtill more ardent, as they view 

Their Saviour's arms extended to receive 

And welcome their approach, {rom death reſtor'd 
| "4 "BY 
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AMONG THE TOMBS. G 


To endleſs life, to weep and die no more. 
What tho', in glory terribly array'd, 

His eyes effulgent into darkneſs turns 

The ſun's meridian's luſtre, as he drives 

His golden chariot flaming thro? the air ! 
Cherubs his bright attendants, in his flight 

To earth from heaven, to burſt the marble gates 
Of death aſunder and unſeal the grave! 

Yet no cold dread the folemn pomp ſhall pour 
Upon the heirs of light to life reſtor'd; 

Hope's priſoners long; their hopes at laſt exchang'd 
For endleſs bliſs, for crowns that never fade! 

Tho” nature's God deſcending from the ſky 

To wake a new creation from the duſt, 
Spreads a wild terror and ſurpriſe around 
Aſtoniſh'd nations, as he rides ſublime. 

Upon the whirlwind's wings; yet you whoſe names 
Are written in the bright records above, 

Behold his blazing car without amaze, 

As on he rides triumphant, to convey 
The heirs of glory to the realms of bliſs ; 
In whoſe delightful gardens, verdant ſpring, 
Cloath'd with unfading flowers, for ever blooms. 


The thunders now are huſh'd, the light'nings 
ceaſe | 


= Their ravage—while th' angelic armies ſtand 


lud in a deep ſuſpence, the num'rous race 
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70 MEDITATIONS 
Of Adam, waiting their expected doom. 
Wrap'd in a pleaſing hope of promis'd joy, 
And trembling for the fate they ſoon muſt ſnare 
When that almighty pow'r, whoſe ſmile is life, 
Whoſe kind acceptance is an heavenly crown, 
From off his throne, in beams of light array'd, 
Utters his voice, by countleſs myriads heard. 
What extacies of joy, what tranſports glow 
Within each faithful boſom, while in ſmiles 
Their awful god, their Saviour now and friend, 
Their ſentence ratifies.— To you l give 

The golden crown of life, your virtue's due, 

© Promis'd to thoſe believing in my name. 

In you nor ſpot nor blemiſh I behold, 


_ © Cleans'd by my blood and with my merits cloath'C, 
Faithful on earth to death, theſe golden doors 


Of heaven are open'd wide to entertain 

Its pious gueſts, the children now of light 

That ever ſhine within theſe hleſt abodes ; 

« Yours that celeſtial never-fading wreath 

That glory yours that never ſhall expire. 
With ſickneſs the ſad cheek no longer pal'd, 

To languiſh on a couch of death no more: 

How mean our thort-liv'd bleſlings, when com- 

To the unfading bliſs, this verdant crown [par d 


"The heirs of glory mare beyond the grave! 


Death, now that mighty conqueror, thall own ͤ ; \ 
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AMONG THE TOMBS. 571 
Himſelf o'ercome, and feel a mortal wound. 
His fatal jav'lin which had drank the gore 


Of ſcepter'd kings ; his point that found a way 


To reach the hearts of all ſince Adam born, 
Lies broke and ſhatter*d—that enormous ſcythe 
That once unpeopl'd empires, ſwept away _ 
Paſt ages, long in dark oblivion loſt, 

Has now its edge quite blunted and deſtroyed. 
That Guilt, inſatiate archer, which once fill'd 
Thy pois'nous quiver, ſtrung thy fatal arm 
With ſuch feſiſtleſs vigour, pointed all 

T by ſhafts that bore deſtruction on their wings, 
Now wants a power to hurt, and to annoy, 


Or in the aking heart to fix a ting. 


All nature's frailty, ev'ry vicious ſtain 
Thrown off and buried with us in the grave, 
Which opens wide the gate that points the way 
To heav'n, to flow'ry ſcenes that ever bloom ! 
Awful, important hour! Man's final ſtate 
Beyond the tomb, determin'd, and unchang'd! 
What various paſſions mingled in the ſoul, 
By turns tranſport us, and by turns alarm: 
Theſe animate our glowing hopes, while thoſe 
With equal dread our trembling heart amaze ! 
Since then. the fix'd decree has paſs'd the ſeal 
Of heav'n, that man is deſtin'd once to tread 


4 The 


72 MEDITATIONS 
The gloomy path of death, to be convey'd 
To bliſs or woe, to regions yet unknown ;— 
Start at a truth which pleaſes or confounds.— 
When life is now no more, when once we fall, 
Eternity! into thy boundleſs ftream, _ 
The adamantine rock is not ſo ſtrong 
As that unchanging ſentence which decides 
Our fate for ever; bears us to the ſky, 
Or ſinks us in the deepeſt gulph of woe. 
Time then ſhall ſtand unmov'd, its fluggiſh wheels 
Forget their motion, and roll on no more ; 5s 
wi Once fixt, for ever fixt each mortal's doom ! 
If ſtretch'd on racks, or ſhining on a throne, 
The hand of heaven, annex'd to the decree, 
Has ſeal'd the order, never to be chang'd. 
See how each pris'ner from the grave releas'd 
Stands doubtful ere his fate is yet ordain'd, 
If juſtice ſhall condemn, or mercy ſave; 
Their lot unfading joy, or ceaſeleſs pain. 
Eternity! thou pleafing dreadful name! 
How reaſon ſtaggers, and how thought recoils, 
Striving to fathom with its ſcanty line 
The breadth, the depth, of thy abyſs unknown! 
Say can the ſage's deepeſt ſearch explore 
Thy dark beginning, or find out thy end ; 
Millions to millions added, yet thy years 


By all the power of numbers ſtill untold ! | 
What 
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AMONG THE TOMBS. 73 
What countleſs periods are already fled, 
Yet thy myſterious journey, ſcarce begun 


What ages yet to come ſhall paſs away, 


And thy unbounded flight, not yet expire ! 

Imagination check'd, and fancy tir'd, 

Wiſdom, the child of folly, while it tries 

Thy dark myſterious eſſence to unfold |! 

The ſands that glitter on the ocean's ſhore, 

The drops deſcending from the dewy air 

To fertilize the glebe, and wake the ſpring ; 

The atoms in the ſummer ſuns that play, 

May all be number'd—yet the months and years, 

And ages rolling forward, to compleat 

The length of thy duration, quite unknown. 
Aſſembled worlds now ſummon'd to receive 

And hear the ſentence that decides their doom 35 

How varied their appearance dread and joy 

Diverſify their looks, as guilt has pabd, 

Or virtue on each cheek a bloom inſpir'd! 
Tranſported now by heaven's reviving ſmiles, 

One ſcene of pleaſure, one eternal ſtream 

Of happineſs each pious heart o'erflows |! 

Their voices tun'd, their harps for ever ſtrung, 

Inſur'd their bliſs, without a dread of change. 
The guilty how I ſhudder to ſurvey 


' . The dark abyſs in which they ſoon muſt fall ! 


ow fearful, how amazing? Thought recoils | 
| When 


74 MEDITATIONS. 
Whene'er it dwells upon the doleful ſcene, 
That opens to the eye the realms of woe! 
Where hells blue horrors, and reluQant flames 
Fed by heaven's angry breath, for ever glow ; 
The boiling ſurges, never to be calm'd, 
Still rolling o'er their head, unquench'd by time, 
Which burn to torture only, not deſtroy ! 
The wicked cloſely bound with brazen chains 
In theſe black diſmal manſions, wait the call, 
When the laſt trumpet ſounding, ſhall awake 
Their ſleeping duſt, and ſummon them to hear 
Their deſtin'd ſentence from heaven's awful throne! 
When ſtretch'd upon the couch of death they lay, 
What low'ring clouds of difmal horror hang 
Upon their cloſing eyelids, which foretold 
Their fate, prophetic of their future woes. 
When the laſt ſickneſs ſhook their feeble frame, 
Advancing near th? inevitable change; 
The fatal arrow bounding from the ſtring ; 
Death, that ſure archer, levels at their breaſt. 
Juſt ere they feel its point transfixt, which drains 
The dregs of faint expiring life away; _ 
A dread how horrible, what dire amaze 
Preys on the ſhudd'ring heart, as now they ſtand | 
On the ſteep precipice, its gulph below _ 
Wide op'ning to receive them as they fall ! 
To death devote, and yet afraid to die. 
: | What 
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AMONG THE TOMBS. 75 


What fearful retroſpections, pale reviews, 

And ſtartling proſpects now conſpire and join 
Their martial'd terrors, to augment their pain, 
Sting the diſtreſs'd, and cleave the burſting heart ! 
If backward they retort a thought, what gloom, 
What melancholy ſcenes diftra& the ſoul? 


Sins unrepented, guilt not yet aton'd, 


Mercy deſpis'd, the day of grace expir'd ; 

All hope extinct, or buried in deſpair! 

Or if they glance a forward look, how dire 

The proſpeQ—Seated on his awful throne 

The godhead, his red hand with vengeance arm'd, 

To calm his fury, and his wrath allay, 

How impotent and weak all mortal pow'r _ 

To ſtop the dart which flies to give the wound! 
Attending friends with tears they now behold, 


heir pangs encreaſing, by reflection's ſing 


5 That feſters in their boſom, to ſurvey 


The partners of their guilt they once betray'd, 


| How ſoon to be the partners of their woe! 


Or if the pious few in tears attend 


Their ciammy couch, to breathe a laſt adieu, 
Their forrows are encreas'd the more, to know 
How far disjoin'd—how different is their doom; 


The burning lake, the red outrageous flames, 


4 | Which hell's ſad pris'ners in its gulph encloſe 


From heaven's review, for ever ſhut their eyes, 


Its 
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76 MEDITATIONS 
Its joys all loſt, its glories ſeen no more. 
Death's near approach, as now they ſhiv' ring lie, 


Erxtorts at laſt perhaps a parting prayer! 


All other ſuccours vain, they now apply 
For mercy, heaven, to thy indulgent throne. 
With trembling lips, with accents ſcarce perceiv'd, 
That ſov'reign now addreſt, who boaſts a power 
To reſcue from the tomb, to kill or ſave. 
But why this ſerious thought ſo long reſtrain d! 
Theſe warm addreſſes, why no ſooner breath'd 
(From piety not ſpringing, but deſpair) 
Heaven's threaten'd wrath to ſtop or to appeaſe, 
Thoſe kind entreaties heard with what diſdain, 
Inviting them to bliſs, to taſte the joys 


In Eder's flowery ſpring that ever bloom; 
Ere death had whet his jav'lin, all prepar'd. 


To wrap its victims in a robe of clay! 
Compaſſion infinite, vouchſafe a ſmile ! 
One gleam of pity ere they yet expire; 
Tho? juſtice may arraign, yet boundleſs love, 
Mercy relenting, ſtill may wiſh to ſave |! 
Thus waſte away the mouldering poor remains 
Of ebbing life, *till duſt to duſt returns. 
Their cheeks now moiſten'd with a clammy dew; 
The pillow chang'd to marble, where they groan; 
Deep piercing tortures and convulſive throes, 


Rack ev'ry limb, and ſell each beating vein; 
Till 
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Till man's great conqu'ror a laſt arrow throws, 
That lets in death at the wide gaping wound. 
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* _ heir lot how bleſt ! how welcome the decree. | 
: 1 Were dying once for ever to expire, | | 
And death the end of life; the grave that clos'd it 
; Their aſhes, the kind tomb of all their woes! 
5 But, ah, the ſad reverſe ! the vital flame 
: Extinct, 'tis then their ſorrows but begin; 1 
; Death the leaſt bitter drop the guilty taſte [| 
: From phials of avenging anger pour'd |! þ| 
. Soon as the laſt reluctant pang has clos'd 1 
: The gates of life, no more to view the day ! | 
[ How trembling, how amaz'd, as now they ſtand i 
; Next heaven's tremendous bar, too weak to bear 
| I The terrors of their angry judge's frown ! 1 
; ; Oh, ſay, can fancy paint, or thought conceive 1 
, A The black diſtreſs, the melancholy gloom | | 
: Cloudiog their hearts, and hanging on the foul, | 
2 When hurried to their great creator's throne, | 
1 Where pity ſmiles, where mercy pleads no more; | i 
KRejected by an angry god, whoſe voice | | 
| : Couſigns 'em to a priſon, black, forlorn, 
4 The dark abode of forrow and deſpair ! | 
j 4 Nor this the final ſum of all their woes. | | 
3 1 Heaven has its cup of wrath to empty ſtil] | |; 
7 On their devoted head—lts {lighted laws, ; 
3 Re: roofs neglected, mercy's offers (corn. 1 
i Giant: 
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78 MEDITATIONS 
Omnipotence unheard, its power defy'd ; 
Theſe their accuſers now, who all ſhall join 
To ratify the verdict juſtice claims; 


While pity's ſelf is deaf to all their groans. 


What, tho' they once ſhall burſt their marble 
If immortality's a curſe, a life tomb! 
Immortal only lengthens out their woes, 


Their beings endleſs, endleſs too their pains! 


How would they rather wiſh the hand that clos'd 

Their breathleſs duſt, had ſtill debarr'd the light 

From viſiting their filent calm abode, 

Where darkneſs was more welcome than the day, 
But, ah, the grave refuſes to conceal 

Its trembling pris'ners, or to throw a veil 


To cover from heaven's eye its guilty ſlaves. 


They too muſt all awake —and pal'd with fear, 
Be ſummon'd to deſert their beds of clay, 
And face that judge, before whoſe awful eye 
Heaven's pillars tremble; at whoſe dread command 
The ſolid world's foundations melt away. 
Ah, where thoſe bowels now, thoſe chearing 
beams EI 


Of heavenly love, that waited long to thaw 


The frozen heart, now into fury turn'd, 


Ard fiery indignation to conſume 


Thoſe whom its goodneſs ſtrove in vain to fave; 
As pleas'd to puniſh now as once to ſpare. 
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As pangs of deep diſtreſs diſtract the ſoul, 
Loſt hope ſucceeded now by black deſpair; 
Say, to what power for refuge can they turn, 
At whoſe auſpicious ſhrines for mercy ſue 
On bended knees, in that important hour, 
Decreed for ever to decide their doom 
Eternity itſelf ſhall never change ? 

The ſigh now burlts, the tear is drop'd in vain, 
Too weak their cries to wreſt or to diſarm 
Almighty juſtice, from whoſe awful eye 
Mercy now exil'd, ſpreads her wings no more 
To ſhield the guilty from heaven's angry frown : 
Compaſſion now their foe, with vengeance arm'd ; 
Their guilt indelible ; too deep their ſtains 
For pity's ſelf relenting, to excuſe. 

The books are now unclos'd, the ſecret ſchemes 
Of es'ry heart diſplay'd ; what long had lain 
W.apt up in ſhades, now open'd to the day! 
How weak, hypocriſy thy arts refin'd 
To throw a veil of virtue o'er thy crimes ! 

To garniſh out thy guilt, and paint the face 


Quite blotted o'er with infamy, more fair! 


Go ſons of vanity, your ſkill employ, 
And boaſt thoſe ſtratagems which have deceiv'd 
Deluded mortals, full as weak as vain. 

That ſearcher of the heart, whoſe piercing eye 
Looks thro? the wide creations ample round, 
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Has 
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80 MEDITATIONS 
Has waited near your couch, each thought ſur. 
vey'd, 
Long hid, and in the guilty breaſt conceal'd. 
See the black ſcroll hung up to ev'ry view, 
Where all the ſchemes of darkneſs are enroll'd 
By folly's ſhort-ey'd wiſdom, deem'd unknown; 
The guilt of ages regiſter'd, which lay 
Forgotten long, and bury'd in the grave! 
Whoſe courage then ſhall arm him to abide 
The fiery trial? fearleſs who behold 
The ghaſtly terrors burſting from that throne, 
Where juftice with one hand uplifts her ſcale 
With one unſkeaths her ſword ! its vengeful ſteel 
Soon to be drench'd in each rebellious heart. 
Guilt now in ſilence ſeals each ſpeechleſs tongue, 
While by the angel-hoſt contempt is pour'd 
On wretched numbers, frozen in deſpair ; 
Darkneſs a bed of ref, to theſe more ſweet 
Than light, than life emerging from the grave! 
Their ardent wiſh, to breathe and live no more 
Rather beneath the rock's impending gloom, 
Or the earth's ſhatter'd ruins cruſh'd to lie; 
Tall ſuns, and ftars, and heavens no longer hire; 
All roll'd together in the outrageous flames, 


Wide ſpread, that ſinks creation into duft. 
If then contempt alone, their dread alarms, 


What ſtin gs mutt picrce their boſom, when they vier Wi 
| The * ; 


5 , 
| 180 


e eee 


F 
ow PW 


es 15% a L q * e 
n F LT Sr ns 5 a * FENG ; ; g - 0 
I YL 22 9 > Q 7 4 - - ra = . — * * ® 5 * 
— — TY ET e N ſ - 7 300! — — pe 2 8 * ae 2 ws 3.54.8 
N Ce 4 MLS - Rb C 4 * D s; . THIN * SEL» 1 2 
- 4 S597 8 q +, — ae fee r S B6Y ts ES? SC 3 . p > 
4 7 1 4 =; * r "A - N ey" I'S on et 2 ets, Fans n N * 
— Ls c wn 5 9 EF 3 A . Nee 2 : K 5 * p 
* R 1 =; FO Eos = J i I ]⁰ wüA —Ü—·— et * TH > . 2 a * - 
Þ CH LE 3 3 8 2 * r . : 7 
S e eee : 
7 
3 e . 


AMONG THE TOMBS. 81 


The fiery ſword, by indignation drawn, 
Now waving o'er their heads, and wrath divine 


; 1 Directing at their naked breaſt; without a ſhield 
Or helm, to ward againſt the deſtin'd blow! 


With deep amazement tremble then, my-ſoul, 
To hear the wretch's plaints now rend the fky. 
Their agonies how torturing, doom'd to mourn 
For ever in the gloom of black deſpair ! 

See heaven's artillery now cleaves the air, 

Its well aim'd bolts with a commiſſion arm'd, 
To drive the exiles far from mercy's throne ; 
Plung'd in the ſulph'rous gulph; the deluge fed 
By heaven's own breath with unabating flames; 
That threaten to conſume but ne'er deſtroy 3 ; 
The wretch {till dying yet forbid to die. 

Supreme of woes! too ſhocking for the ſoul 
To dwell upon ſuch thoughts without amaze ! 
If to foreſee this dreadful ſcene be woe, 


Of hope ſurviving fill, that what we fear 
May not be ſelt, how bitter then to groan 
Beneath the ſurges of thoſe ruddy fires, 
In hell's profound abyſs, that ever roll ? 

If then one beam of ſoft compaſſion warms 


Our tender breaſt ; if pity to enſure 


5 
E The wretched race of man from endleſs pains ; 
25 


Here all our eloquence exert its power 
Vor. I. 86 Ts 


Plac'd at a diſtance, with ſome glimm'ring rays : 
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Sink all the world's vain pomps that now allure 


82 MEDITATIONS 
To cruſh the rebel's arm, the proud to warn, 
To calm the wrath divine, for peace to ſue, 

Ere yet the hour of mercy is expir'd.; 

By day, by night, implorin g them to fly 

From heaven's avenging frown—the golden door 
Of pity, op'ning wide this preſent hour, 

The next perhaps for ever to be clos'd. 
Tranſporting wonders theſe, which ought to dwel! 
Grav'd with a di'mond's point upon the foul ; 


Each morn my theme, my ſubject ev'ry eve; 
Alone, ſtill pleaſing, or when friendſhip joys 
With innocence to ſpend the feſtive hour; 
My monitors and guides when lying down, 
My wiſeſt beſt inſtructors when I riſe. | 

If by theſe folemn ſerious thoughts inſpir'd, 
What views will open, what affections flame, 
And lift me high on contemplation's wing, 


To throw an eye of ſcorn on worldly joys, 
Which pleaſe this moment, and the next expire 


Be it my ſov'reign aim, my firſt deſire, 
Ambition's warmeſt effort to ſecure 


A title, heaven, to thy reviving ſmile ; 
To quit the earth's thin bubbles for a crown 


That never fades, for wreaths that never die. 
Events, portentous theſe, that fill the ſoul 
With dread amaze, and weigh'd in reaſon's ſcale, 


And 


—ü——3——᷑—! — — 


AMONG THE TOMBS. 8x | 


And tempt us into nothing and a ſhade : 
The period haſtens on to ſea] the fates | 
Of all that live; of all who e'er have dy'd; 1 
Unnumber'd multitudes from ev'ry clime | | 

Of the wide univerſe, pour'd round the throne, 1 
Heaven's dread tribunal, to attend their doom. f 4 
Theſe eyes the pregnant graves ſhall once behold | Id, 


Op'ning their marble jaws; the teeming ſeas FF 
Reſign their ſpoils, long hid within their waves! i 
Spectators once of this earth's ſhatter'd frame, | kN 
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Of nature's ruin, and a world in flames. 85 I” 
I) be vaſt expanſe of yonder melting ſkies, 1 


1 Wrapt in red volumes of outrag'ous fire, 1 } 
| Meſſiah's golden enfigns waving high, | 1 
(Millions of cherubs blazing in his train) = 
Himſelf with light ineffable array'd, | 
Now bending from the ſkies, to ſummon all | 4 


Hell's pris'ners, and the tenants of the grave, 
To his dread bar; eternity in view; _ 1 
While time now rolls its broken wheel no more, k 
Shall theſe memento's then not teach my ſoul, ot | 
Not guide my heart with vigilance and care | 


Againſt the grand events, to live prepar'd ? 1 
Girded my loins ; with oil my lamp ſupply'd; 3 
bat when the trumpet ſummons me to leave 
, YH Theſe ſcenes of ſorrow, I may hear the call 

| With gladneſs, and in ſmiles of joy expire. 1 
1 „ What 1 
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84 MEDITATIONS 
What elſe can arm my boſom to maintain 
Its wonted vigour 3 what, to bear the view 
Of that amazing ſcene, when ſtars ſhall fall 
From heav'n, their ſhatter'd orbs in pieces torn; 
When now the reeling earth toſs'd to and fro, 
On her weak baſe no longer ſtands ſecure ; 


The hearts of millions this important hour, 


Shiv'ring with doubt, or ſinking in deſpair. 
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To her GRACE 


The Dutcheſs of Rio HMON b. 


May it pleaſe your GR Ac E, 
A Garden was the firſt pleaſing and beau- 
tiful habitation of our firſt parents; 
ſelected by heaven, as the moſt agreeable 
ſcene, to amuſe thei thoughts, and to protect 
their innocence; and I have reaſon to wiſh, 
that the verdant lawns, the arching ſhades, 


the cooling groves of GooDwoopD *, may 


long afford your GRACE the ſame traut 
porting pleaſures. 

When, MA DAM, you haye expotienced 
all the glittering and pompous vanities of 
this world ; the emptineſs of titles, the in- 
ſufficiency of birth and grandeur to add any 
thing to our real happineſs, (meteors which 
ſhine and invite, only to cheat and de- 


lude us) your GRACE will be convinced at 


laſt; that the moſt refined and rational ſatis- 
actions of life are to be enjoyed in theſe 

* The Duke of Richmond's ſeat in Suſſex. 
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DEDICATION. 


rural retirements, which moralize and in- 


#ruct, while they delight us; gratifying our 


ſenſes at the ſame time that they are guar- 
dians of our virtue. A ſolemn evening's 
walk in this enchanting ſolitude, formed to 


awaken ſcrious thoughts and calm reflections 


on all the fleeting tranſient glories below, will 
inſpire you with more loft, more tender, and 
refined ſenſations, than you can hope to de- 
rive from the flattering waicties of a court, 
or the treacherous ſmiles of fortune. It is 
in this cool, this peaceful, and inſtruQive 
retirement, that the mind uſually firſt begins 
to attend to the voice of wiſdom, drops its 
pride and ambition, meditates upon its im— 
mortal ſtate, and borrows its intellectual 
light, even from theſe ſhades. = 
Theſe, MAD A M, are truths unpleaſing 
perhaps in the prime of youth and beauty, 
which, like the flowers I preſent your GRACE 
with, muſt ſoon decay and languiſh; but 
they are the truths which reaſon ſubſcribes to, 
and experience ratifies ; reſembling thoſe ſa- 
Jutary though bitter medicines which diſguſt 


us {:{t and afterwards relieve us, 
| 2 Y 6us 
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DEDICATION. 
Your GRACE has already gained a con- 
queſt over the heart of a moſt worthy and 


diſtinguiſned nobleman, eſteemed and belov- 


ed at home, admired and honoured by the 
moſt refined and poliſhed courts in EURoPE : 
extend your power yet farther, ſtrive to ob- 
tain victory over yourſelf; a more glorious 
and laudable triumph, which will entitle you 


to a more illuſtrious crown than the proudeſt 


victors upon earth ever layed a claim to. 
A particular reaſon for my preſuming to 
affix your GRAck's name to this poem, and 


to deſire your acceptance of it, was the op- 


portunity it gave me of making a grateful and 


publick acknowledgment of thoſe ſignal fa- 
yours I have received from that noble and 
generous family to which you are now happi- 
ly allied; and could J hope for the continu- 
ance of the leaſt ſhare of their regard and 
friendſhip, I ſhould eſteem the laſt ſcenes of 
a life, almoſt worn out with age and infirmi- 
yes, not altogether unhappy. 
Be pleaſed, Mapam, to accept of my 
moſt affectionate and ardent wiſhes, that 
jour preſent felicity may be as laſting as it 


18 
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DEDICATION. 


is now ſincere and real; which time may 
prolong, though it ſhould want a power to 
improve, 1 


I am, 
May it pleaſe your Grace, 
| Your GRAcxE's moſt dutiſul, 


5 | And obedient humble ſervant, 


T. NEWCOMB. 


| REFLECTIONS 


ON A 


. 1 8 „ 
8 1 8 1 2 n 90 
3-3 - nb" : 8 e FA > 


FLOWER-GARDEN. 1 


OW cool the air ! how ſweet the breathing: 4 
gale, | 
Creation's face how freſh ! while morning grey 
| Sheds her dim light, and o'er the moiſten'd earth: 1 
Scatters the liquid pearl, ere yet the ſun 4 
Has pour'd his orient beam and hail'd the day. | 


| Scarce yet awake, the poring eye of care 
| Unſeals its lid, while riot's giddy head 
Is juſtreclin'd upon its couch of down, 


„ 1 Silence o'er nature ſtill extends her reign, 

N 3 And each fair object op'ning with the morn, 

] . Inſpires the heart with bliſs unknown before, 

Andi tranquil joy with ſerious thought unites. 
Now tow'ring on the wing, ſublime in air, 

| The lark, melodious ſongſter, mounted high, 


® 333 her ſoft mattins, and ſalutes the morn | 
| 5 That lifts her from her bed.—Her early notes 
2 Call the laborious ruſtic to his toll, 

aud all the feather'd choir to join her ſong. 
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Ah, catch the genial fragrance! See what charms 

This hour of prime affords ; with haſty ſteps 

Impreſs the dewy lawns, and gladly taſte 

Theſe various bleſſings from the bounteous hand 

Of heav'n, pour'd out each raviſh'd ſenſe to pleaſe, 
Ye ſons of indolence and ſloth ariſe, 

Start from your drowſy pillows, and partake 
More ſolid bliſs, reach'd out each bliſsful morn 
By heaven's indulgent ſmile, than what you ſhare 
From guilty pleaſures, killing while they ſmile. 

Gently the greyneſs of the dawn decays, 

And ruddy ſtreaks of gold begin to tinge 

The fleeces of the clouds; till now the eaſt 
Varies her aſpect, loſt her quiv'ring light 

In a bright, ardent, boundleſs flood of day. 
Say, is it fancy's power inſpires the dream, 
Suggeſts the thought; or, do the bluſhing ſkies 
Redden with conſcious ſhame, ſuch crowds to view 

Preſſing their pillows, while the morn awakes, 
Invitang ev'ry eye to hail its beams? 

Shall man be loſt to ev'ry active thought; 
Shall he waſte all his hours in ſhameful eaſe; 
While, mounted on his golden car, the ſun 
Travels from world to world, in haſte to bear 
His Maker's dread commands; and all the choir 
Of feather'd minſtrels join their grateful ſongs 
To celebrate their great creator's praiſe, 


Oh! 


FLOW ER- GARDEN, 93 
nh! heighten the ſweet harmony, proud man, 

| 5 Of theſe melodious tribes, and add the ſtrains 

# Of warm devotion to their tuneful lays ; 

Improve the gifts of nature, and refine 

Its balmy odours with a breath of praiſe. 

5 Look up to heav'n! behold yon azure vault, 

k Prodigious theatre! dread ſcene of power divine, 
Whence the red light'nings dart their piercing flames, 


Where thunders burſt impetuous in their rage, 
Utt'ring a dreadful voice ;- loud tempeſts ſpend 


Their madding fury through the ample ſpace 
Stretch'd out above; where worlds unnumber'd roll 


Each above each, in beauteous order rang'd ! 


How great the ſkill | how infinite the power 

Of that creative hand, which ſpread ſo wide 
The ample dome where ſtars and planets blaze! 
Immeaſurably wide to human eye ; 


To his, who views creation at one glance, 
Pervades the univerſe, a point, a grain, 
That dwindles into nothing when ſurvey'd. 


Tho' high in power, yet, ah! to wretched man, 


Diſtain'd with guilt, his mercy's more ſublime. 
Gazing yon golden heavens, what object firſt 

an Attracts our wonder? See the radiant ſun, 

High in his bright pavillion thron'd, begins 

| His rapid progreſs from the eaſtern ſky ; 

# Flaming from world to world, 'till now his beams 

. | Are 


94 REFLECTIONS on a 
Are quench'd and loſt beneath the weſtern main. 
The clouds, thoſe floating curtains that obſcure 
His light a while, drove backward by his rays, 
As he approaches near their ſkirts, retire : 
Glorious, and with ſuperior brightneſs crown'd, 
See with what awful majeſty he treads 

Heaven's chryſtal floor, and with a bridegrom'; ' 
 Gayly refulgent pours from out his urn [ pride 
A golden vivid flood of light and day. 

Mark all the beauteous ſcenes, altho' refin'd 
By art's ſoft pencil; ſay, can theſe compare, 
Theſe touch the fancy, or the raptur'd eye, 

Like the bright op'ning of a ſunny morn ? 
All the rich pomp which theatres diſplay, 
Their ſhining ornaments, the luſtres hung 
In the proud courts and palaces of kings, 
Loſe their diminiſh'd light, and die away, 
Whene'er the ſun unfolds his radiant beams. 

What bleſſings does this bounteous planet pour 
On the glad heart of man, when rolling round 
His azure road he ſcatters as he flies, 

To warm his raptur'd boſom, light and joy. 

What would the world*s benighted realms ap- 
What cells of gloomy darknels, if bereav'd [pezr, 
Of the ſun's chearing rays, its faireſt ſcenes 
Loft in obſcurity, in ſhades conceal'd ? 
In vain, alas! in midnight's ſable gloom 


We 
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We turn our darken'd eyes, in hopes to gaze 

The beauteous face of nature; all around 

A dreary waſte, a chaos void and wild, 

And formleſs, till the hour of morn returns, | 
Unbars the gates of light, and opens wide 4 
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A proſpect to the eye, which now unfolds | ; 
Ten thouſand beauteous ſcenes which lay conceal'd 4 
Before in darkneſs : now the radiant heavens | | | 
Glitter with azure pav'd, with roſes ſtrew'd. | 1 
With lively verdure each green plain array'd, 1 
Each flower puts on a glow of richeſt hue ; 4 


The wide creation now is ſeen adorn'd 
In all her rich attire and beauties bloom, 


View'd by each wond'ring eye with raptur'd joy. 1 
The earth we tread, without th' enliv'ning beams b 
Shot from the cheering ſun's refreſhing.rays, 1 


How gloomy, how forlorn? a lifeleſs maſs, 

A clod of barren, dull, unactive clay! 
What tree could then its verdant leaves unfold 
| To gratify the eye.? what plants diſcloſe 

The buds juſt op'ning all their gloſſy flowers ? 
® No more ſhould we behold the verdant meads 
All mantled o'er with green; no more ſurvey 

5 F The ſmiling vales all crown'd with golden ſtores 
Of loaded harveſts, —PFruitful orb, thy beams 
3 Have pow'r to penetrate the glebe, and clothe 
b Each vegetable tribe: the ſpring is thine, 


Thine 


1 
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T | Thane the rich autumn; tis thy kindly ray 
| That ſwells the gen'rous vine, whoſe genial heat 
Ferments its juices, bids the wine-preſs flow, 
| Ando bends its branches with their yellow load : 
8 Nor to earth's upper regions is confin'd 
Thy ſalutary pow'r; dark caverns, ſpread 

In nature's deep receſſes, hail thy beams, 

Which fructify the ſhining beds of ore, 

Unfold the ſaphire's luſtre, and beſtow 

Its brightneſs on the brilliant, pouring light 
And luftre on the rip'ning feeds of gold. 

All nature feels, and joys to feel thy power ; 

Chear'd by thy beams creation's ample ſphere. 

Not fruitleſs only, but unchearing, mourn 


The gloomy regions, when the ſun withdraws 
His vig'rous influence; how gay the morn, 
When that auſpicious ſov'reign of the day, 
| Mounted upon his radiant throne, diſplays 
I} | | His beams around, diffuſing as he rolls 
i Richneſs and beauty to the worlds below. 
Creation now, enliven'd by his rays, 
Or with his gifts enrich'd, puts on a ſmile ; 


— — — 
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While millions of gay glitt'ring inſects wake 


— 


Into new life, and baſk within his beams. 
Now from their ſlumbers ſtart the tuneful choir ; 
Pour out their ſouls in harmony, and breathe 


Their morning mattins to ſalute the day, 
; I | And 
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And hail the welcome bleſſing, which inſpires 
The early ſong, when from their turf they riſe: 
With rural muſic every valley rings, 

Each mountain ecchoing back the artleſs grains ; 
All vocal nature joins the gen'ral joy. 

No breath untaught to celebrate and praiſe 

Thy chearing influence, ſov'reign of the jky ! 


But ſee ! the ſcene how chang*d—his radiant orb 


Eclips'd but for a moment, nature pines, 

Puts on a robe of ſadneſs, to bemoan 

His fire in darkneſs lot, extinct his flame; 
While the ſad penſive heavens a dreſs aſſume 

Of ſable mourning to behold the ſæy 

Without a beam—night ruſhing on the day. 

Th' aſpiring lark forgets his morning ſong, 

And, ſhooting downward from the darken'd {ky, 
Pines on his dewy nelt ; the voice of joy 

Is heard no more, while roaming for their prey 


Each ſavage ſcours the wood; the heart of man 


Foreboding fear and chilling horrors ſcize. 
Down from the ſteep of heaven, the earth to gaze, 
The raptur'd muſe deſcends. What meets the eye, 


What firſt ſalutes us, joyous as we view 

4 Creation's various beauties ? See each f. pray 
. s hung with orient pearls of liquid dew ; 

. How brilliant, with what luſtre do they ſhine ? 
= Not the rich diadem that binds the brow 
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Of eaſtern monarchs pours a fairer light, 


Or glows with equal beauty ; like the bloom 

That dyes the virgin's cheek, how ſoon decay'd! 

Theſe ſhort-liv'd drops, the children of an hour, 

A momentary radiance ſcarce enjoy; 

Juſt ſhine and vaniſh—while the ſun, whoſe beams 

Light up their filver beauties, ſoon exhales 

The pearly drops, and melts them into air. 

Theſe, like earth's fleeting ſplendors, ſor a while 

Glitter, look gay—then diſappear and die. 
How kindly theſe ſoft genial dews refreſh 

The earth's cold lap, and beautify each ſcene, 

Changing her ruflet turf to lively green. 

The fervent heat which yeſterday's hot ſun 

Shot from his orb had wither'd all her bloom; 

Blaſted each verdant beauty, and exhal'd 

The fragrance and the ſweets from nature's brow! 

How bountiful and kind that power who fends 

Theſe cooling diſtillations of the night, 

To quench the fervors of the burning day, 

To raiſe the head of each parch'd drooping flow, 

And cloath each herb again with ſprightly green! 

Sprinkled with theſe deſcending drops they ſmile, 

Their verdure deepen'd, and new Huſh'd their 

loom; 8 | 
Languid their fragrance, and quite faint beſore, 
Now with more copious ſweets the ſenſe regale. 
Fe Profufon, 
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Profuſion!- ſtartling thought!--what rows of pearl 


Now hang on ev'ry hedge, on ev'ry bough, 


Beauteous and glittering !—not one ſhining ſpray, 


Or blade of dewy graſs, but wears a ſtring 


Of theſe bright watry pendants, to adorn 
The face of nature; florid now and gay. 


How various are the draughts, the ſchemes how 
Plann'd out by heaven's indulgent careto fill [wiſe 


Earth's loaded lap with plenty from the cloud ! 
Now burſt the heavy, fierce, impetuous ſhow'rs, 
Driving their angry trains a-eroſs the ſky ; 

The ruſhing cataracts now roar ; now break 
And ſpend their furious rage on ev'ry ſhore; 
Delug'd is ev'ry plain, the rivers foam, 

Swell'd by the madding tempeſt into ſeas. 

The ſcene now chang'd, the gentle dews deſcend, 


Form'd in the clcſe of the ſoſt ev'ning air; 


Gently they ſteal along, ſerene and mild, 

And by inſenſible degrees deceive 

The liſt'ning ear, and cheat the niceſt eye. 
Ere yet her pleaſing labour the reſumes, 


| The muſe, delighted, chuſes to aſcend 

© Yon terras, thence to take a wide ſurvey 

; . Of the rich vales and flow'ry ſcenes below. 
3 . What proſpects now attract the raptur'd eye | 


Hon, vaſt, how various, with w hat riches crown'd ! 


| BY Y Nature! s whole wealth pour'd out on ev'ry plain! 
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Amazing magazine! whoſe wealth ſupplies 

1 Subſiſtence to each living kind who tread 

| | | The verdant earth, or cut the liquid air; 
Supported by that bounteous hand which pours 
' A rich abundance round, the life to chear 

| Of ev'ry creature which his goodneſs fram'd. 

| See there the yellow golden fields of corn 

1 I! Cov'ring the fertile furrows, waving now, 

1 And now their heads erect to catch the beams 
Of the kind genial ſun, to give the grain 

i More firmneſs, and the ears a gloſſy hue, 

. His granaries with plenty to ſupply, 

it And ſwell the toilſome peaſant's heart with joy. 
| There ſtretch the verdant meadows ſmooth and 
| Richly embroider'd o'er with gayeſt flowers, [plain, 
And green ſpontaneous herbage, which ſecures 
Proviſion ample, hoarded up in ſtore, 

| 1 | To ſeed the freezing herds, now chill'd with cold, 
: When all the beauteous verdure of the held 

$ fi | Is loſt and buried in deep hills of ſnow. 

= I turn my eye, and there a winding ſtream 
[: ii Slides gently thro' a margin check'd with flowers; 
1 Ihe image of the bending ſky, beneath 
Impreſs'd upon the ſurface of its waves; 


1 Bupplying moiſture to each root that ſeeds 
'The green and branching willow's pleaſing ſhade, 
| There ſport the ſinny race, all ſilver'd o'er 
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With gaudy ſcales, which ample ſport ſupply 
To the {till patient angler, and afford 
The richeſt treat which luxury demands, 
Or taſte, the moſt refin'd or nice, enjoys. 
The paſtures next with verdant mounds enclos'd, 
Vary the proſpet—Theſe prepare a feaſt 
Of healthful verdure ſpringing to ſupply 
Our flocks and herds with vigour to ſuſtain 
Their toils with ſtronger power, their nerves to 
ſtring. | 


Tis here the ſprightly horſe more ſtrength acquires 


To expedite his daily toils, more ſpeed 
To bear his lord's commands where-e'er he flies: 
While from the graſſy plain our lowing herds 
Bring home their udders with that liquid ſwell'd, 
Healthful and ſweet, that ev'ry palate charms. 
There a tall grove of trees ſalutes the eye, 
High tow'ring in the air, whoſe trunks appear 
Like the proud colonnades that bear the weight 
Of ſome imperial palace.—Every bough 
Projects a friendly ſhade, which ſhelter yields 
To birds and beaſts whenever winter chills, 
Or when the ſun with raging fervor burns. 
From hence the ſtrong- rib'd oak is hew'd, that 
lends 
Thoſe beams ſupporting the proud royal dome; 
Hence too the 12:1 maſts convey'd, which bear 
II z Oar 
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Our floating fleets thro? ſeas to worlds unknown: 
Nor bluſh the crackling branches to provide 


A fewel for our hearths when winter calls, 


And woo's us to enjoy their friendly flames, 


Beneath the foreſt's cool and branching ſhade 
Oft ſpring ſalubrious plants, whoſe juices pour'd 


Into the wound, abate its burning pain ; 


Others endow'd with virtues which aſſuage 


The fever's heat, allay its glowing fires, 


And ſtill the tumult boiling in the veins ; 


The circulating fluids hence derive 


A hue more florid, while the nerves acquire 


More vigour.— Weak enfeebled nature feels, 
With life reſtor'd, her languid powers repair'd, _ 


5 ; 1” x 
Near to yon rural village I ſurvey 


A grove of ſtately trees, leſs ſtately far 


Than the proud tow'ring oak, which yet afford 
An object more delightful to the view. 

An hour ſcarce fled, tranſported I beheld 
On yonder boughs a beauteous boundleſs glow 


Of blooming flowers, —The lovely chearing ſcene 


Charm'd the pleas'd eye, and ſwell'd the heart with 


Put ſee, the gaudy ſpring has ſoon refign'd (joy. 
Mer raviſh'd beauties, drop'd her fragrant ſores 
In autumn's golden lap; her bloſſoms ſhine 


No longer, while each bending branch is hung 


With loaded fruitage, Breathe ye gentle winds, 


8 1 
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Blow ſoft, ye weſtern gales, in pity guard 
The tender offspring from the killing ſtorm, 
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Pour'd from the angry North. Oh! teach the pear 
To nurſe its juicy progeny, till time | 4 
Has mellow'd its rich pulp to the pleas'd taſte, | 1 
How grateful when diflolving as we eat! 


Let the plum hang unruffled on its bough, 4 
And nouriſh her delicious fruit a while, 4 


Till ripen'd by the genial ſun, her ſkin | 1 
s finely clouded o'er with gloſſy blue. 4 


O! let no rugged ſhocks, no furious blaſt, [1 | 
Diiturb or rock our orchards, richly hung | 1 
With yellow treaſures; no injurious wind | 1 
Precipitate their burden to the ground, A 
Before the autumn's kindly warmth has giv'n J 
Their juices a rich flavour, and the ſun | 9 
Ting'd o'er their bluſhin g iides with ſtreaks of gold, | 6 
Claſies of theſe unnumber'd, their gay coats 9 
Burnfſh'd with various hues, Oh taſte refin'd ! | | 

Furniſh our ſtorehouſe now.—Some richly grace 17 
e Our morning entertainments, or regale 1408 
» be palate midſt the ſultry keats of day. | 1 
y, © Some borrow ripeneſs from the falling ſnow, | 
. : : And in the winter carry autumn- ſmiles; | | | 0 
| : Theſe load the ſalver, make a beauteous ſhew 0 

. Amidſt the gay deſert, and give a cloſe q | 
„ ; To our luxurious feaſts ; while others fill | ; } 
IF . 5 HE Our ö tl 
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Our vats with foaming juice, matur'd by age, 
Which ſparkles in the glaſs, nor yields the prize, 
Now pure and delicate, to nectar'd wine. 

At diſtance there ſome green encloſures riſe, 
And ſeem to dread a vit from the wind, 
Blown from the chilling north.—A woody ſhade, 
Or lofty wall breaks off the ruſhing ſtorm; 
Theſe open to the ſouth their verdant ſides ; 
Their whole expanſion ſtretch to catch the rays 
Shot from meridian ſuns their births to cheer, 


One beauteous ſpot ſuperior to the reſt, 
Seems to attract my eye, and lead the mule 


Where the green olitory's treaſures bloom. 
Frugal republic this; how neat, how plain? 


Whate'er reſembles the proud pomp of kings, 


All enſigns of -vain royalty that blaze 

In princely palaces are baniſn'd hence, 

Ne'er welcom'd in this modeſt green abode. 
The products of this fruitful ſpot deride 
The glare and dreſſes luxury aſſumes 

To garniſh out her ſons: the garden tri bes 
Not gay but neat, in modeſt habits cloath'd; 
Where elegance and nature kindly join, 

To plan the rich apartments, which unite 


Their beauties, both to pleaſe and profit too. 
Some artful maſter's hand, with niceſt {kill 
And juſt arrangement, all this fruitful ground 


Has 
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Has parcel'd out in beds of various hues, 
Green intervening allies cut between. | 
Nor has the floriſt's care forgot to range | 
Each family in its diſtin& abode ; | 
To diffrent claſſes diff rent ſpots aſſign'd. il 
Amidſt the vaſt variety that ſpread N 
Their foliage o'er each beauteous bed, we view 0 
No wild confuſion—all their dwellings know. | 
If then man's eye is raptur'd to behold | | 
Their regular arrangement, greater joy f 
Eis heart muſt ſure partake, whene'er he turns | 3 
His thought to count the various gifts that flow = 
in rich profuſion, from his garden pour'd, * 
His table to adorn, and grace his board 1 
With guiltleſs, grateful luxury. — For thee 
The parſley with indented leaves adorns 4 
Thy verdant borders, while, for human uſe, 1 
The celery ſhoots out her whit'ning arms, S , 
And perforates the yielding mould, to add _ 
A luſcious taſte to thy rich ſav'ry meals. | | 
For thee th' aſparagus with tapering ſtems 1 
Lifts its aſpiring head; and, to regale [I 
Thuy curious taſte, an early off ring makes 1 | 
Of the firſt fruitFthe ſpring's ſoft ſeaſon yields. 1 
Her pulpy juice for thee the melon pours, _ 
Grateful to taſte, and potent to allay 1 
the ſummer's ſultry heats ; whoſe tendrils cling | 
s # Fa © | | 
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Faſt to each prop, that helps her to ſuſtain 
Her golden burden. Like embattled files 
The beans erect their heads in martial rows, 
Stately and firm; while the weak feeble pea, 
A tender invalid, 1s pleas'd to twine 

Her infant debile arms around the boughs, 
Supporting her frail ſtem ; repleniſh'd ſoon 
Her ſwelling pods with fatneſs, which ſhe draws 
From the rich ſoil, ſhe empties all her ſtore, 
Joyous to ſpread it on her maſter's board. 

On the green fruitful ſpot all cover'd o'er 
With various plants, not one amidſt the train 
With uſeleſs verdure loads or ſhades the ground; 
Each ſtem that riſes in this rural ſcene 
Delights or nouriſnes; for food prepar'd, 

Or helpful to remove frail nature's pains. 
All ſeaſons here their diff*rent colours wear, 
While, each ſucceeding each, the rip'ning ſun 
Varies their beauties ; ev'ry plant and flow'r 
Springing at once to nurture and to pleaſe, 
Oh! why ſhould he who calls this ſpot his own 
Envy the pomp of kings, the proud diſplay 
Of regal power! who, walking thro' the rows 
Of grateful and obſequious ſubje&s, views 
Each to their lord a chearful tribute pay, 
Of double ute, to nouriſh and delight; 
Regale the palate while they pleaic the eye. 


At 
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At diſtance ſee aloft the mountains tow'r, 
Hiding their lofty heads among the clouds; 
Their craggy ridges heaving up, as meant 


T' aſſault the heavens—ſtrong boundaries, defign'd 


By the almighty hand that fix'd their baſe 
Deep as the centre; barriers that divide 
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Empires from ſtates, and regulate their bounds: 


What tho' their rugged ſurface may appear 
Deform'd and naked, yet their bowels hide 


Rich treaſures lodg'd in proper cells below); 


Thence painful induſtry has learn'd to draw 
Fit inſtruments to turn her forward ſoil, 

To reap her golden harveſts, and procure 
Each bleſſing needful to make lite a joy. 

See where the vaſt extended ocean ſpread, 
From eaſt to weſt, ſtretching its liquid arms! 
How high its waters rife and billows roll, 
Laſhing the ſhore with its mad angry foam: 
dee crouding navies cut and plow their way 
To viſit diſtant worlds—beneath thoſe waves 
Th enormous whale, and all the finny race, 
Unnumber'd ſail, the arching azure ſea 


Their covering, and their bed the ſhelly ſand 


| q 
This the wide ciſtern of the world, which holds 1 
I 


In its deep reſervoir the various rills 

Water! } K 's rem lai 
atering the great globe's remotelt plains, 

No fountain pouring out its fruitful ſtream 
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To fructify the deſert, not a flood 
That winding thro' earth's diſtant regions flows, 


Nor yet a ſingle cloud that ſwims above 

Th' expanded ſky, but from this fruitful ſource 

Exhales it borrow'd waters. — Trade ſends forth 
Its loaded navies o'er this waſte of waves, 
Which joins far diſtant nations, and unites 

The eaſt and weſtern world, How doubly kind 
To Britain's fav'rite ifle ! and on her ſhore 
The riches of both Indies yearly pours ; 

The ſpices in Arabia's vales that bloom; 

The ore that ripens under ftars unknown: 

This the ſtrong rampart guarding from the foe, 
And both protects us and enriches too. 

| Whoſe heart exults not with a ſecret joy, 
Nor feels a grateful warmth, when it explores 
The kind munificence which heaven has ſhower'd 
On manjfrom morn to eve each bliſsful day? 
Shall the glad hills rejoice on ev'ry ſide ; 

The pleas'd luxuriant vallies laugh and ſing, 
Pay their juſt tribute to that bounteous power 
Who ſcatters round his bleſſings o'er each plain ? 
And man, heaven's favourite, be the laſt to join 
All nature's general joy, nor feel a flame | 
Of grateful rapture ſwell his heart, to view 
Heaven's wide diffuſive goodneſs beaming round 
The whole creation? Midſt- the millions form'd 

Ly 
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By this kind hand no creature left unble(s'd, il 

While life inſpires this frame, each hour ſhall } 
A witneſs of thoſe grateful vows I breathe, [flow 1 
The thanks I pay to heaven's indulgent power, i 
For bleſſings which his love unbounded ſheds U 
On man, (the lord of all theſe chaſte abodes) 4 


To ſweeten life, and ſoften all its cares, 
Whatever gifts the earth, the air, or ky 7 
Caan boaſt, the breathing ſpring, the morning beam, A 

The incence that it ſheds, the flowers that bloom 4 
To beautify creation, all the ſtores, 


ye en 


The fruitful valley and enamell'd plain, 2 
Or teeming glebe produce, with rapture fir'd, 


Call all theſe various gifts of heaven thy own. 4 
"Twas he that tinctur'd with the lovelieſt hue | 
= The azure ſxy ; his hand which firſt array d ö 
4 The earth with veſtments of the lively green; | 
: His pencil ſtreak'd with various hues the flowers, 1 
Scenting the air around with ſoft perfumes, l | 
N For thee the roſes bloſſom, and expand | | | 
; © Their beauties o'er the morn ; and to regale i | 
1 Tz Thy ſenſe the je{l”mine opes her fragrant leaves; i 
in | The gay carnation ſhines, the lilly blooms, 1 
The rocky mountains, whoſe eternal baſe 7 | 
Is rooted near the centre, tow'ring high 4 
i ] ; Above the clouds, rais'd by that mighty power 
d 2|o Vhocloatt'd xith beauties each ſweet flow'ry vale. 
Þy 0 Whoſe 
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Could mould yon pond'rous orbs! whoſe voice 


Whoſe ſtrength ! what leſs than energy divine 


could guide 
The various ſeaſons, which alternate die 


Each into each by turns !—on him alone 


The whole creation's baſis reſts, who gave 

The univerſe a being: whoſe ſtrong arm 

Firſt rais'd, whoſe wiſdom ſtill the frame ſuſtains! 

Say, ſhould the rapid ſun his progreſs take 

Acroſs the heavens, unguided by his hand 

'The comet's blazing orb, or planets roll, 

Their flights unmark'd, their motions unreftrain'd 

By that directing will that plans the road 

Whereeach ſhall travel ; ſoon would nature's ſrame 

Be daſh'd to nothing, and great orbs with orbs 

Conflicting, ſoon, would cruſh the ſhatter'd globe, 

And turn earth's flaming beauties into duſt. 
From heaven's bright Walks, and ſcenes above 

the ſky, 
The muſe deſcends to humble vales below. 


Spirit divine aſiſt me while I roam 


Throꝰ arching ſhades and ſcented beds of flowers 


That bloom around, and breathe their ſoft 
perfumes, 


_ Shedding their morning incenſe. Here awhile 


Let fancy range, enamour'd with the ſcene, 
Where nature {miling in her beſt attire, 


Puts 


7 
* 
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puts on her gayeſt robes to court the eye, 


Such elegance and beauties to admire. 


How ſweet, how lovely, with what glories crown'd! 


Here in a careleſs dreſs the nymph appears 
Irregular, and negligently gay ; 


Proud with ſuperior luſtre ; when ſhe ſhines 
She ſummons all the ſiſter arts to lend 


Their kind aſſiſtance in a nicer taſte, 

Neatly to dreſs and cultivate her charms. . 
Theſe beds, the green apartments ſhe deſigns | 
To lodge her common ftrangers—deſtin'd thoſe 
The curious rooms of ſtate to entertain 

Her nobler gueſts ; the viſtters ſhe treats 

With more diftinguiſh'd honours. Here my eye 
Shall oft expatiate; o'er theſe verdant lawns. 
My ſteps as often wander, bruſhing now 

Thro' thickets, and now loſt among the ſhades 
That cool me, traverſing the foreſt's glade : 
Tho' oft, to vary my delight, I make 
Excurſions from this beauteous ſcene, yet here 


Indulgent heaven, to ſooth the cares of life, 


Oh! may I ever fix my lov'd abode. 

What ſweets are theſe which gratefully diffuſe 
Their fragrance round ? Arabia's richeſt gums 
Scarce emulate theſe odours, ?Tis the flow'rs, 
The incenſe of the garden's breath, that ſheds 
Tbis balmy ſweetneſs ; 'tis the jeſſ'mine's leaf 

Her 
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Our morning walks, and to perfume the eve.— 
The ſluggard from his couch whoſe head 


Diſſolv'd in ſenſeleſs ſlumbers, when the morn's 


Jo feaſt the wakeful eye; if ſhut till noon, 


Quite diſſipated by the ſeorching beams 


- 


112 REFLECTIONSoa 
Her op'ving bloſſoms kindly that unite 
Their mingled odours, ſweetly to embalm 


Say, while all nature ſmiles, calls not this ſcene 


would lie 


Nectarious ſmells invite him to partake: 

A feaſt of fragrancy ? Before the (un 

The quick advances of the fervent day 

Drink up, and with his ſultry rays exhale 
The volatile perfumes the morn has pour'd 

Ober all the verdant Jandſcape.—Short the treat, 
And fugitive thoſe joys, prepar'd alone 


The languid flowers all droop, their fragrance dies, 


Shot from the fierce meridian ſun, that burns $ 
Their beauties up, exhales their humid ſweets, J 
And melts the air into a liquid fire. 

See the great parent of mankind, when morn 


Firſt opes the chryſtal curtains. of: the ſky, 


When riſing from his dewy bed, he hails 
The new return of light, in raptures view'd 
The vernal flowers that round his Eden bloom, 


Oh! hear him thus addreſs his beauteous bride 


Still ſlumb'ring on her verdant couch reclin'd! | 
| « Ariſe, MH 
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« Ariſe, my fair one! greet the op'ning day! 
Awake, the morning ſhines, and the freſh field 
„Calls you !—You loſe the h to mark how 
ſpring 
The tender plants, how blows the citron grove; 
What drops the myrrh, and what the balmy reed; 
How nature paints her colours; how the bee 
Sits on the bloom extracting liquid ſweets,” * 
How ſoft a fragrance does the morning breathe 
From off each ſpicy border; to the ſmell 
How grateful, nor leſs pleaſing to the eye, 
The bloom of opening flowers. Kind nature here 
In nice proportion all her favours deals ; 
Thoſe gales around the bliſsful garden pours, 
Neither too ſtrong the organs to oppreſs, 
Nor yet ſo faint the ſenſes to elude. 
How often is the ſated palate cloy'd 
At the rich ſumptuous feaſt, how ſoon offend 
The loathed diſhes which laſt moment pleas'd ? 
But the high reliſh which each ſenſe partakes 
From nature's gifts the appetite ne'er tire, 
Which pleaſe it more the more they are enjoy'd. 
F'en luxury itſelf, when fealling here, 
Is guiltleſs, and eſteem'd a crime no more. 
Theſe balmy ſweets at once each ſenſe regale 


* Milton. 
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Inſtead of hurting, the ſoul's powers elate 

To feed on pleaſures pure and more refin'd. 
What vivid colours theſe ! ſome nobly bold, 

Some delicately languid ! what a glow 

Is kindled in thoſe leaves; what gloſſy beams 

Shine in that beauteous bud! In one I view 

The ruby, with her bleeding radiance fair; 

In this the ſaphire tinctur'd o'er with blue; 

All flaming with ſuch rich and adiant dies 

As caſt a ſhade o'er all the boaſted ſcenes 

The painter's nobleſt pencil ever drew, 

And rob them of their beauties, vaniſh'd all 

Amidſt a group of flowers when⸗ver ſeen. 

The ſcill how maſterly that has diſpos'd 

The varying tints, ſome careleſsly diſplay'd 

Around the ſoliage with a daſh of eaſe; 

Some, finiſh'd by the touch of niceſt art, 

More accurate unfold their mingled dies ; 

But whether nicely blended, or arrang'd, 

Or ſoften'd, or contraſted, they diſcloſe 

A ſkilful taſte that never fails to pleaſe, 

A beauteous elegance that always charms. 

How fine the texture of the web is wove 

On which its ſhining treaſures are diſplay'd ! 

Say, can the Perſian looms a bloom unfold _ 

To match their ſhining hues ? or can the thread 

Drawn by the Mechlin needle thro? the lawn, = 
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Boaſt an embroidery ſo rich and fair, 
As grace the various tints which nature ſpreads 
On each enamel'd bud? The chintz admir'd 
For its rich gaudy colours, loſes all 
Its gaity and beauty; and appears 
Coarſe as the canvas, when its fading bloom 
Dies and is loſt, the bright carnation near. 

Go boaſt, vain man, thy coſtly rich attire, 
Proud of thy ſhining velvet and brocade; 
Ambition this how low! how much beneath 
The dignity of man, with thought inſpir'd, 

And gifts of wiſdom ; whom yon heavens ordain'd 
[mmortal—To abate, to cruſh thy pride 
View this embroider'd ſpot, and bluſh to view 


| Each common daiſy, glittering round thee, wear 
Aicher dreſs, more exquiſitely fair, 
Than vanity in all her glory plum'd. 


Deck then thyſelf in all the ſplendid dies 


That ſhine upon the queen's refulgent robe 
In royal ſtate, when ſhe aſſumes her crown; 
Yet each diſcerning eye that eber ſurvey'd 

| The beauties of a garden, or beheld 

The flow'ry populace that paint the field, 
L Comparing each with each, is forc'd to own 
The tulip's foliage and the roſe's bloom, 
Diffuſe a radiant ſplendor that outſhines 

: The rich apparel of an eaſtern bride, 
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This lovely ſituation, how it warms 

The heart with gladneſs, drives away each gloom, 
Diſpers'd and vaniſh'd, when our ſteps approach 
Theſe ſcented beds of flowers, whoſe lively hucs 
And odours both the raptur'd ſenſe regale, 
And touch the ſoul with a ſoft mingled joy. 

How often have I felt the gloom of thought 

Near loſt and dillipated, *midit the glow 

And fragrance of the flowers that breathe around; 


Hence rapt'rous joy, hence mirth for ever young, 
With ev'ry new delight inſpire the ſoul. 
Shall then we gaze with wonder when we 
view 
A king's imperial purple thrown aſide, 
His tate forgot, and diadem unpriz'd, 
Walking 'twixt blooming ivory and gold? 
Who from the ſumptuous table would refuic 
In raptures to retire, and leave the feaſt 
By luxury prepar'd, to feed on joys 
More exquiſite, on pleaſures more refin'd ? 
Stand we amaz'd that queens ihould oft forego 
The grandeur of a palace, and refuſe 
The tributes of obſequious bending knees, 
Withdrawing from the glitt'ring pomp of ſtate, 


To view the gay parterre, where beauties ſmile 
More radiant than the richeſt courts unfold; 
When nature's equipage theſe flow ers difuſe 


I | Mete 
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More glory than the luſtre of a crown. 

See in what various tints the flow'ry tribes 

Their ſev'ral beauties ſhew, and court the eye 
With new delight, diſtinguiſh'd each from each 
By different hues—how wiſe the bounteous hand 
Of that indulgent power ! tho? perfect all 

His works, who yet on all the charms beſtows 
Of novelty to ſhew %*em ſtill more fair. 

A regular and uniform diſplay 

Of nature's gifts, preſented to the eye 

In one unvaried luſtre, ſoon would tire, | 
And drive th' offended fight more charms to find 
In other objects, differing in their hues. 

But heav'n, ſtill fond the ſenſe to entertain, 
Exhibits, to regale the raptur'd eye, 
Something for ever new, each ſpecies grac'd 
With its own native luſtre, proud to wear 
Its own peculiar beauties, nor aſſume 

A radiance borrow'd from a rival flower. 

A ſingle glance from an obſerving eye 
Diſcovers at one view the mode and air, 
And delicate diſtinction, that is ſeen 
Peculiar to each claſs, while all appear 
Dreſs'd in a various beautiful attire. 

Some rear their heads majeſtically high, 
The garden's ſov'reigns, and, with proud diſdain, 
O'erlook the humble tribes that bluſh below; 

1 3 Pleb:1an 
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Plebeian theſe that creep beneath the ſhade 

Of thoſe tall monarchs, who their births obſcure. 
Others more modeſtly their tops uprear, 
The gentry of the garden, nor aſpire 

At greater honours than the middle ſpace, 
Between the lofty and the low, to gain; 

While ſome, who all ambitious views diſclaim, 
Contented with an humble ſtation, creep 
Upon their verdant borders; there we view 
Some elegantly ſtrip'd, thoſe ſtudded o'er 

With radiant ſpots, while ſome affect to ſhew 
Their boſom ꝓowder'd, or indented leaves 

All ſhining with a beauteous fringe of gold; 
While in a modeſt dreſs, their aſpect plain, 

Some in their native ſimple beauties fair 

Seem to attract the eye, and with to pleaſe. 

The monarch's purple, ſee that tribe aſſumes ; 
This, all in bridal virgin white array'd, 

Chuſes its milky boſom to unfoid 

Unſtain'd with colours.—Þut no ſable flower 

Of doleful black appears, nor gains a place 
Amidft the beauteous daughters of the ſpring :; 
'The weeds of mourning, how unkt to ſhew 
Their gloomy heads where all the ſcene 1s gay, 
And univerſal nature ſmiles around; 

How pleas'd, in robes of richeſt radiance dreſt, 
Fach breaſt with ſoft ideas to inſpire. 


— 


' View 
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View yonder ſpot—behold a warrior ſtands, 
Clad in his martial crimſon—turn your eye, 
There the proud judge or magiſtrate is ſeen 
Rob'd in his purple : there a brilliant beau 
Struts in full pride, his variegated plumes 
Dipp'd in the gaudy colours of the bow 
Bending acroſs the ſky ; ſome tow'ring riſe, 
And form a curious cup, or pendant fall 
In rows of hanging bells; while others ſwell 
Their radiant tufts, or now their foliage croud 
Into delicious cluſters ; every tribe 
Poaſts its diſtinguiſh'd lain, ſome maſter dye, 
Which ſoften'd by degrees, ſoon loſes all 
Its reigning luſtre, till its radiance Joſt, 

By gentle diminutions from your eye, 


Faint and more faint, it ſteals itſelf away. 

Pleas'd with the gradual change, we ſmile to view 
The ſweet deluſion and ourſelves decoy'd, | 
Finding the lively tints we firſt admir'd 

Now loſt, or leſſen'd by a neighbouring ſhade, 
There the fine rival tinges each with each 
Con:ending, emulous to gain the prize 


| Ok beauty, ſcorn to join and mix their bloom, 


Diſputing the pre-eminence ; improv'd 
More by the oppoſition, they conſpire 
Jo lend each other new augmented cnarms, 


8 Lord 
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Lord of the univerſe ! how grand, how fair 
Are all thy works, by wiſdom all contriv'd, 

And with exactneſs ſtill more nicely plann'd ? 
A ſingle work with labour man eſſays | 


To finiſh and complete; in vain he tries 
Repeated efforts, when his pencil ſtrives 
To imitate the beauteous ſtrokes diſplay'd 
In nature's gifts, the leaf, the plant, or flower. 
Tue architect divine, whoſe voice beſpoke 
Ten thouſand worlds at once, all with one breat h 
Begun and finiſh'd, with their numbers gave 
Each being, with compleateſt grace to plcaſe. 
Repeated trials only ſerve to ſnew 
The flaws and errors of each plan deſign'd 
By human wiſdom, awkward, tho' contriv'd 
By man's exacteſt art and niceſt care. 
For ages paſt, for periods that have roll'd, 
Loſt almoſt in the deep abyſs of time, 
Fach beauteous ſtructure, rais'd by heavenly kill 
And plaſtic power, continues ill to pleaſe ; 
No fault diſcover'd in the perfect plan,. 
The firſt fair model nature's god deſign'd. 
Man's fineſt products when minutely view'd, 
With greater imperfections ſtill appear; 
The delicate deſigns, the ſchemes of heaven, 
The more we pry into, tranſport the eye 
Still with freſh graces, op'ning as we view 

7 New 
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New ſtrokes of beauty unobſerv'd before. 

Should any aſk, what, when, or whence con- 
The rich materials choſen to adorn [vey'd 
And beautify creation's blooming ſcenes |! 5 


Where the gay tints, the ſplendid colours grow, 


Tce ſtores of ſhining crayons, varying dyes, 
Selected by heaven's pencil to adorn 

Creation's beauteous ſurface Say, what need, 
Where wiſdom infinite conducts the plan, 

Of coltly preparations to complete 

Thoſe works almighty power has once contriy'd, 
One ſingle principle that acts beneath 

The guidance of his forming hand who rais'd 
Creation out of nothing, can diffuſe 

And branch itſelf into a thouſand forms, 

Quite finiſh'd, various all, as well as fair. 

'The moiſture of the earth, and ambient air, 
Paſling through curious ſtrainers, and diſpos'd 

In ranges of pellucid tubes, compleats 

The wonders which all nature's ſcenes unfold, 
Producing all thoſe beauties which the power 
Of vegetation nurſes and diſplays. 

'This creeps along the fibres, tho? conceal'd, 

Of the low-grounded moſs—this mounting climbs 

Up to the cedars loſty tops, that hide 

Their heads among the clouds; this, tho! unſeen 

Attracted by the root, and carried round 


In 
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In circulating channels, to the eye 

Inviſible, pervades each leaf that blooms 

Or on; the tree, or ſhrub, or loweſt flower ; 

Now burſts into a gem, and now expands 

Itſelf in op'ning verdant leaves, then cloathe 
"The ſpring with all the beauties that it wears. 

This fingle operation has a power 

To vivify all nature, to revive 

Her charms, by winter's chilling blaſts deſtroy'd, 

Op'ning each fragrant bud that kindly breathes 

Its odours on the new reviving year. 

'This bluſhes 1n the early tints that grace 

The gay hepatica; this lends a charm 

To the rich varied poppy's ſpreading plume ; 

It reddens into blood whene'er it flows, 

Tinging the luſcious mulberry's rich veins ; 

Its juices more diluting, when they throw _ 

O'er the gay quince a veſt of burniſt'd gold. 

'Theſe breathe in all the fragrant gales that blow 

Acroſs our gardens, ſhed the rich perfumes 

And incenſe, ſcenting all Arabia's groves, 
What ſtill endears the bleflings that adorn 

And beautify the world's delightful ſcenes, 

Their regular gradations; when one tribe 

Succeeds, ſoon as another fades away. 

All make not their approach at once, nor glow 


With one continu'd Juſtre, but agree 5 
Each 
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Each in its various turn to pleaſe the eye; 1 
One claſs of theſe in waiting to diſplay 1 
Their verdure, when the firſt has loſt its bloom * 
Each ready and prepar'd to ſeize the place 
Fills lately by the wither'd tribes that ſhed 
Their leaves and radiance, to delight no more. 


The ſnow-drop, foremoſt of the vernal train, 

Firſt ſhews her virgin head, and breaks her way, 
Piercing the frozen glebe, the firſt to pay 

Her early adoration to that power 

Who all her early buds in white arrays ; 

Dreſs'd in a robe of innocence, ſhe dares 


+ 
"ol . 5 — 2 _ 
- — —— oy er oe oe ct Rt. 


Venture abroad, nor any danger fears, 
Ere their young op'ning leaves the trees unfold, 


Or yet the winter's iſicles are thaw'd. 
The crocus next her yellow top unveils, 


Gently, and with a timid air—She hears 
The howling winter's blaſts that blow around 
Her infant bloſſoms—fearful yet to heave 
Her head above the burſting glebe, ſhe hides 
Her tender leaves ſtill in her bed enclos'd, 


Not venting yet to the bleak chilling ſky 

To truſt her golden foliage, while the north 
| Pours out its rattling ſtorms acroſs the air. 
Nor are the violets gay heads the laſt 


Of all the ſhining train that dreſs the year 


With vernal beauty, whoſe accompliſh'd grace, 
That 
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That might a royal garden well adorn, 
Yet humbly condeſcends in all her bloom 
To line our hedges, nor diſdains to breathe 
Her ſweets beneath the ſhrub's inclement ſhade, 
* Freely and unimplor'd her bounty throws 
From off her flowers emiſſive rich perfumes, 
While ſhe herſelf her bluſhing beauties hides 
In the cloſe covert, chuſing more to give 
The eve a pleaſure, than to ſhine admir'd. 
The polyanthus that ſo late adorn'd 
Th' embroider'd border with her ſhining dyes, 
Oft from her bed tranſplanted to beſtow 
Freſh beauty on our windows ; ſee how ſoon 
Stre fades and languiſhes, the eye beholds 
With ſadneſs all her vernal bloom decay, 
Each after each expiring, till at laſt, 
Drooping, her beauty ſinks into the grave. 
The loſs how ſoon forgot I—for ſee, array d 
In all her pride, with richeſt colours gay, 
Th' auricula now ſpreads her varied plumes |! 
How bright her chryſtal eye, her lovely robe 
Of gloſty ſattin, breathing ſweet perfumes 
From out her latent cells, all powder'd o'er 
With ſilver grains of duſt.—Not one of all 


This ſpreading family but ſhines renown'd 
With honour'd titles; heroes, monarchs, queens, 
Are known to dignify the various tribes 


of 
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Of this illuſtrious race: but ah! how ſcon 
Has the ſun's glowing fervor all exhal'd 
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Their ſtock of fragrance ? ev'ry beauty loſt 
That lately pleas'd, tranſports the eye no more. 
Whoſe heart, what tears ſufficing to bemoan 
Their abſence ! had not heaven's ind ulgent care 
Now wak'd the tulip from its bed to ſhine _ 
With rival luſtre; this the gayeſt tribe 
That fluſh the rich parterre, in colours dreſs'd 
The faireſt, blooming nature ever wears. 
Say, can the gayeſt ſplendid beau, array'd 

In all his birth- night finery, diſplay 

A dreſs more beauteous, or more richly choſe. 
Than this enamell'd flower, whoſe leaves excel 
The beauties woven in art's curious loom. 

Here ſportive nature her vagaries plays, 
Her guiltleſs freaks indulging, while ſhe ſhed- 
A thouſand diff*rent colours to array 

The twlip's glowing leaves; no wantons theſe 
To kindle looſe defire, but neatly dreſo'd, 
Their great Creator's glory to proclaim. 

Next view the bright anemone ariſe, 

With a rich ſpreading robe her baſts crown'd, 
Rounded her head in yet a fairer dome, 

The flowing mantle that ſhe wears, diſplays 

A noble negligence; its tufts that bend 


How gently downward, equally diſcloſe 
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As nice a ſymmetry, Fain would I call 
This ſplendid flower the garden's gaudy beau, 
| Boaſting the mix'd felicity to join 
And reconcile the ſtrokes of art with eaſe. 
What wonder next ariſes to regale 
The eye with varied beauties ?—"Tis the bloom 
'The vivid gay ranunculus unfolds. 
How bold, how graceful it expands around 
Its ſhining foliage ! boaſting by degrees 
Each ftill excell'd by each, ſuch various hues 
As ſhame the works of art, and throw a ſhade 
O'er each faint ſcene the pencil ever drew. 
i This lordly flower its richneſs ſcorns to draw 
| From powders or from eſſences, that give 
Their merits to the garden's meaner tribes ; 
This no attraction wants, more pleas'd to ſhine 


þ In its own native luſtre, own'd, by all, 

| The favourite of the curious—while each eye 
Is raptur'd to ſurvey its mingling charms, 

| Its elegance of form, the 1adiant bloom 

1 Its tinges ſpread; its dignity allow'd 

| Superior when it glows with all its flame, 

| See, nature yet improves her laſt eſſays 

3 Still the moſt clegant—to crown the ſcene 

| With fairer produtis of her genial care, 

And grace the rich collation ; fee, ſhe wakes 
The gay carnation ; with what colours grac'd ! 
What 
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What glories round her op'ning leaves unfold, 

Her various gifts delighting to diffuſe, | 

The ſmell obliging, while they cheer the eye, 

In her ſweet blooming bud are center'd all 
Perfections by each other tribe enjoy'd, 

The moment ſhe appears her beauties claim 
Attention from each raviſh'd eye that views 


Her varied elegance, and ſheds no tear 


The loſs bemoaning of each other flower, 

While all the reſt now bloom, and ſoon decay, 
The beauties of a morn, that ſpring and die, 
While yer we are admiring.—There—behold 
The gilly-flower, a conſtant real friend, 
Attending you thro' every fleeting change 
And revolution of the rolling year! 

A tranſient viſit while all others pay, 

This not a gueſt, but chuſes to be thought 

A kind inhabitant, pleas'd to adorn 

Your gardea, when by winter-blaſts deſtroy'd 
Each filter flower has wither'd--droop'd --anddy'd, 

Here let us pauſe awhile to number o'er _ 
The wiſe and kind deſipns which heaven has plan'd 
la regular ſucceſſion, to diſplay 1 
Ihe flow'ry tribes by turns that fade and bloom; wee 

Some ſtarting into life, while ſome expire: 
| No ſeaſon of the various changing year | 
Yithout its beauties, —Did they burk the glebe, | 

| | At 
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At once unfolding all their mingled hues, 
What would the ſcene appear ?—a vivid blaze, 
A gay confuſion, with united rays 

The eye confounding, they were meant to pleaſe, 
Blended together, with too bright a glare 
They pain the ſight, unable to compare 

Each with the other's beauty, which beheld 
Each ſeparate from each, would charm the more, 


And give the raptur'd eye a foſter joy. 


But here to different claſſes are aſſign'd 


Their different ſtations and diſtinct abodes; 


This blooming after that, allow the eye 


Time to admire, to view, and to review 
Their beauties oft, our ſenſes to regale, 


Now with their luſtre, now their rich perfumes :; 
This orderly array not only gives | 
Each bed and flower a more diſtinguiſh'd due, 


- But to each family imparts a ſhare 


Of immortality, a conſtant bloom, 


| Which varying, never dies. While thus the year, 
Fach ſeaſon is repleniſh'd with a gay 
Profuſion of delight—as one declines 


Its drooping head, ancther claſs unfolds 


Its ſpringing foliage, and ſupplies the room 

Of thoſe that time has cover'd with a ſhade. 
Goodneſs immenſe! thus kindly to provide 

A feries of ſill varying joys to feaſt 


ach 


E 
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Each human ſenſe, directing ev'ry flower 
When to expand its leaves, and when to fade. 

How priz'd his wiſdom and paternal care, 
That kind indulgence, which each morning cloaths 
Our walks with ſofteſt verdure, bids our flowers 
And gardens with alternate beauties bloom: 
This bed all luſtre, while the gems that ſhone 
So lately on the next, are all decay'd ; 
Each family directed when to breathe. 
Their ſweets around, and when to diſappear. 


No actor on the ſtage, however fam'd, 

; His entry or his exit better knows. 

Say, whoſe perſuaſive voice has pow'r to draw 
| The daffodi] from out his bed of ſnow, 

: So early to entruſt its flow'ring gold 

Alida chilling blaſts and bleak inclement ſkies ? 

Whoſe wiſdom, which informs the various buds. 


That bloſſom om each tree, to wait the time 


E Till genial ſans and vernal ſhowers invite 


y Each branch, its leaves and beauties to unſold ? 
J day, who directs and bids the clove conceal 
Its ſpicy fragrance cloſe within its cells, 


= Till ſummer ſuns and warmer beams infuſe 


I 


y A richneſs in her boſom, and conſpire 


© To tinge her leaves with a deep crimſon dye? 


b | Who in ſuch order and exact array 
= 1a:01a1'd theſe Rinng troops ang taught the tribes 
E: Fe 9 L. J. K V. ach 
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Fach in the proper ſeaſon to diſplay 
Their regulated beauties, which by turns, 

Each after each, now bloſſom, now decay, 

One claſs reviving while another fades. 

Theſe are his works, the fair unerring plans 
Of that productive wiſdom which compleats, 
In number weight and meaſure, all it frames, 
Quite from the loweſt ſhrub, beyond thoſe ſcenes 
Where angels glitter on their radiant thrones, 
He tunes the ſeraph's voice in ſongs to hymn 
Their great Creator's glory, nor diſdains 
The meaneſt worm or inſect, that by turns 
Crawl in the duſt or flutter in the air: 

Tis he marks out the ſhining path where rol! 

The golden globes of light along the ſkies, 

Nor yet forgetting from its humble bed 

To rear the violet, or to paint the roſe, 

With mingling beauties to adorn the plain, 

If ſummer, like a ſparkling bride, appears 

Bedeck'd in gayeſt robes and rich array, 

What do we then behold but feeble rays 

Of that divine effulgence from his eye, 

Pour'd out eber yet creation's beauties dawn'd? 

If yellow autumn crowns the laughing glebe 

With loaded harveſts, to impart a joy, 

And glad the heart of man; we here admire 

Heaven's bounty ſtreaming ſtill, Kill anconſum's. 
| py When 
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When the loud thunders roar and cleave the air 
In the dread blaſt, we hear his trumpets ſound, 
When light'nings dart around, kindling the ſkies 
With forked fires, trembling we view the ſpears 
Launch'd from his angry hand, with terrors arm'd ; 
When ſhook from off their baſe th? eternal hills 
Like duſt are ſcatter'd, rocking to and fro | 
Their bending frighted tops whene'er he frowns, 
Here rev'rence and adore that awful power 


That ſhakes the mountains yet not half diſplay'd. 


From heaven's bright wonders, ſcenes above 


the ſkies, 

The muſe deſcends, delighted to purſue 
Her rural labours; here ſhe ſirſt ſurveys 
The juſt arrangement of each plant and flower, 
The various colonies, whoſe bloom adorns 
Our gay parterre with one unſading blaze: 
Their ſtructure finiſh'd with ſo nice a care 
Of nature's curious kand, the ſmalleſt change 
Or alteration greatly would impair 
Their regular perfection, and wou'd ſhade 
Thoſe beauties which is vain it ſtrives to mend, 
Say, ſhould the tulip's leaves, her rich attire, 
Irregular and wanton fly abroad, 
Juſtlike the flaunting woodbine's rambling boughs, 
Or ſhould the jeſf'mine rear her tender head 
On the ſtrong ſtem and columns that ſuſtain 

K 2 The 


„ " 2 — — 582 _ _ 2p : 
. 2 - — => 5 g 2 _— — 2 ” I = 2 5 deli. ——— , 
— - - —.— : 4 _ I "= oo Wn 8 e — > 
— ; E 0 * page” _— ae Eo — _ r 8 —— —— — — — r — 4 
bo — ; - 7 2 Woe COW r 2 — 0 2 — A > — Ye gr — _ — 5 % zZ 8 9 — - 2 a ; 19. woke 3 SI _ * E = = = 
2 — N * r - — RR 2 4.2" C . > - = 2 IS” — +» was. - — 2 mo —< > 7 3 * — = —— : — 
LS AT AST EE ANT 8 8 1 re or r 2 a 3D 5 „ A — wif yy — 5 WOES 75 | a i — — — = a 
TTT — wn end e ny ms * n f g N PIT 6 — N — g 25 — * 
1 — 2 TR * — a — — — 4 — = IS * — x eo - 5 
- —5 z — - ” 1 dogs — > — * ay nn = 
—— 9 p 4 2 — 
3 2 
* * 7 « 


5 The piony aſſume a piteous air, 
Hang down its drooping head, juſt like the bells 


Of that becoming order nature wears, 
Would ſeem fantaſtic ; ſerving to impair 


(Cautious to mark when ev'ry ſtem ſhould bloom} 


Venture to peep abroad when winter ſtorms, 


How fatal were the dread effects that wait 


In the year's chilling ſeaſons: how ſevere 
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Tae lordly holyoak ?—did we ſurvey, 
Proud of his manly aſpect, tow'ring high, 


Of the ſweet hyacinth ?—or ſhould the eye 
Behold the lilly's noble plainneſs change, 
And wear the glittering fringes that adorn 
The pink or iris? ſhould the tapering ſpices, 
Ariſing in the centre of its baſe, 

And tip'd with golden pendants, diſappear, 
Juſt like the folding chives that cover o'er 
The anemone, while blooming; ev'ry change 


The native worth and beauty of each flower. 
The time and ſeaſon when each bud ſhould ſhew 
Its op'ning verdure, is, with prudent care, 


Wiſely diftinguiſh'd. Should the flow'ry tribes 
Rattling aloud, infeſt the freezing year, 


Th' imprudent boldneſs ? Nature then ordains 
Each family; the ſhorteſt ſtem that ſhoots 
And ſpreads the ſmalleſt foliage when it blooms, 


To launch abroad, and its young buds unfold, 


Would 


> — 
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Would be the penalty, ſhould ev'ry flower 


That boaſts its rich perfume, unſeal the cells 


Where lodge its fineſt eſſence, and expoſe 

Its ſweets to northern winds and winter rains? 
Our aromatic artiſts then, aware 

Of dangers from ſuch raſhneſs that would flow, 


Poſtpone the op'ning of each balmy tribe, 


Nor vent'ring to expoſe when chill'd the ſky, 

Their odorous treaſures till the ſun has warm ' d 

The atmoſphere with ſoft ſerener air. 

No longer dreading now the blaſting ſtorm, 

Or deluge, which intemp'rate winter pours. _ 
How ſhould the human heart be then diſpos'd, 

To humble reſignation ! to whate'er _ 

The ſov'reign will of providence decrees ! 

Too often we repine, as oft arraign 

The conduct of that wiſe Almighty power; 

And vainly dreaming we ourſelves could plan 

A ſcheme much better ſuited to beſtow 

The happineſs his wiſdom could not frame. 

Ve fancy that our lot had pleas'd us more, 

Some other ſtation than what we enjoy, 

Contributed to make our life more bleſo'd. 
Behold, proud man! the regular array, 

The juſt diſpoſal of the meaneſt flowers; 


Then learn to bluſh, and, ah ! to own a ſhame. 


At "7 repiniag folly ! Not a Freak 
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In all their compoſition, not one line 


To each production which his power diſplays, 
To gild the.ſkies, or beautify the field. 
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In all their lovely features, by a change 

Could be tranſpos'd, but what would throw a ſtain 
Upon their injur'd beauty. Does that Eye 
Ranging in ſo exact an harmony the toys 

That glitter in a garden, in one hour 
Shining and faded, pay a leſs regar 

For human happineſs? ſay, does he chuſe 

A proper ſeaſon when each ſtem ſhall bloom, 


Expand 1ts leaves to fip the morning dew, 


And ſhall his watchful care o'erlook the bliſs 

Of ſons and davghters ?—Pine, alas! no more, 
Uneaſy mortal, know that God is wile ö 
Thy value far ſuperior in his eye | : 


Be ſtill—and, if his ſacred will ordains 

Sickneſs to be thy portion, never dare 

Arraign his love, or arrogantly dream 
That health had been a bleſſing more deſir'd. 
If heaven decree from thy fond arms to ſnatch 
The blooming beauteous offspring, ſtill allow 
Theſe fav'rite pledges from thy breaſt were torn 
In mercy, tho? to thee as yet unknown: 

That power that martials all the ſtarry train 

In beautiful array, extends his care 

To each low kerb that creeps upon the ground, 

| | Condo: 


FLOW ER- GARDEN. 135 
Conducts the varying changes of thy fate 
With vigilance that nothing can elude, 0 
With goodneſs which can never to know an end. 
Bow then thy head, in adoration bow: 


And fix it in thy heart, what heaven ordains, 

If life or death, if poverty or tears, 

Whate'er befalls, J. right, and beſt for man. 
MiIdſt all the various products which the voice 
Supreme call'd forth the third creating day, 


The ſhining race and family of flowers 

Bloom with their beauties only to regale 

And gratify man's ſenſes ; none but he 
| Enjoy their verdure, taſte their rich perfumes; 
| Theſe gifts for him alone by heaven deſign'd ; 
No creature elſe through all creation found 
Smit with the luſtre, with their odours charm'd : 
When does the horſe a moment loſe to gaze 


s — Ment gs noel — — — — — >= 
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And wonder at their beauties; when the ſteer 
Once turn aſide his ſteps, as pleas'd to feed f 
And browſe upon their ſweets ; theſe, boaſting ſenſe k 
To view ſuch objects in the groſs, want power 
To taſte each fine accompliſhment that ſhines | 
Diſtinctly fair in every herb and flower. | | 
Jay, what the wiſe deſign which nature means 
By all theſe gay appearances that olow 
And beautify our gardens ?—"Tis tenfold | 
And cheriſh the ſoft embryo fed, to forathe 
K 4 its 1 
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Its tender texture in the infant ſtate, | 

E'er yet from out its cells call'd forth to ſpread 

Its ſpringing bloom to beautify the plain. 
Tho? various ends kind nature may defign 

In all her works, yet one we always view 

From which ſhe never varies—to beſtow 

Delights, the raptur'd human heart to chear, 

Had ſhe intended only to ſecure 

A freſh ſucceſſion from each latent ſced, 

Cloſe cover'd in its cell, the parent's care 

Had needleſs been, in ſuch a rich array 

Such elegant and beauteous folds, to hide 

The tender offspring—why ſuch art employ'd, 

Such decorations choſe, and fine attire 

That ſhames the ſhining purple, gay brocades, 

Softer than lawn, and of a finer glow | 

Than on the velvet's gloſſy threads admitr'd ? 

It the great mother had no other aim 

But a warm veſtment kindly to prepare, 

'To guard her infant progeny when they gain 

A vegetative life ; a garb leſs gay 

And radiant might have ſuited them as well 

As the moſt gaudy tiſſues that derive 

Their varied beauties from a Perſian loom. 

What other aim has then the grateful flower, 

Why dreſs'd in ſuch enchanting grace, why glos 
_ Her leaves with ſack bright luſtre, but to yield 


Pleaſure 
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pleaſure to man? For this their court they pay 
'To all the human race, for this the tribes, 

The faireſt of their kind that deck the field, 

Croud round our habitations, rarely ſeen 

At diſtance blooming from our bleſs'd abodes. 

Tho? rude at firſt, they joy to thrive beneath 

Our cultivating care and watchful eye ; 

But ſoon degen'rate, fade, and pine away, 

Unnurſed by their maſter's friendly hand. 

Quite coy, and fearfui each to diſoblige 

His curious ſearch, they hide beneath the ground 

Whate'er may ſeem offenſive to his view; 

To win whole favour, and his cool retreats 

To beautify and garniſh, they diſplay 

Their moſt engaging forms and graceful hues, 

Breathing, to merit more their Jord's eſteem, 

From their ſweet beds a flood of rich perfumes. 
Nor at all times alike do they diffuſe 

Their grateful offerings, but reſerve in tore 

Their pureſt exhalations, to embalm 


His morning walks, or when more pleas'd to tread | 


His green parterre in the cool dewy eve; 


Amidſt their blooming ranks, when now diſpos'd 


To recreate himſelf, they laviſh al! 
Their richeſt fragrance, and around him ſhed 


The choiceſt ſpirits which their buds enfold. 
Pav'rite 
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Fav'rite of heaven! lov'd darling of the ſky! 
Diſtinguiſh'd by its goodneſs, nobly ſtrive 
To rival his munificence and care 
With equal gratitude ! be this thy aim, 
To hymn his praiſe who laviſhly has pour'd 
Such bleſſings, with a kind unſparing hand, 
To give each ſenſe a pleaſure all its own ; 
When ev'ry creature elſe beneath adores 
Heaven's king in ſilent eloquence, be thou 
Their ſacred herald; lend to each a tongue; 


Prieſt of the mute creation, join thy voice 

In vocal harmony to chaunt his praiſe. 

Oh! thank his bounteous love for bleſfin gs ſhowr'd 
On ev'ry being which his power firſt call'd 

To life, and which his bounty fill ſuſtains : 
Firſt in the ſcale of mercies number thoſe 
Peculiar to thyſelf—thy bliſs ſupreme, 

A ſoul iinmortal, rational, divine; 

This conſtitutes thee lord of all the ſun 
Surveys beneath, and gives thee to enjoy 

The riches which o'er wide creation ſtream," 
By this ten thouſand beauties are deſcry'd, 

In ſhades all loſt, which elſe had dy'd unknown; 
This renders them the ſource of each delight, 
Parents at once of piety and joy; 


By reaſon's power ennobled to admire 
All nature's glorious works, to boaſt a ſoul 


Stamp's 
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Stamp'd with our maker's image, to ſurvive 
And ſhine thro? endleſs ages, when the globe 
Shall moan her beauties buried in the duſt, 

When worlds are vaniſh'd, and the lamp of day 
(Alamp no more) extinguiſh'd in the ſcies 
Rolls on a darken'd orb, and ev? ry ſtar 
Now olittering round the heaven is loſt in ſhades, 
Say, ſhould ſome gen'rous friend a ſtructure raiſe, 
Without thy coſt erect a maniton fair, 
By art, with ev'ry elegance adorn'd, 
The favour fill augmented, ſhould the hand 
That rear'd the edifice employ its care, 
With rich and ſplendid furniture to grace 
The ſumptuous building which his bounty rais'd. 
On thee, lov'd fav'rite of the pitying ſkies, 
Heav'n has this favour ſhower'd, on thee beſtow'd 
In rich profuſion whatſoe'er thy thought 
Can fancy, or thy warmeſt wiſh implore, 
For us the beauteous earth how widely ſpread, 
The paradiſe of man—the radiant ſkies 


Stretch'd o'er us, with a canopy of gold, 


| . Magnificently fair, in azure dy'd j 


With floating ſtreaks of ſilver now array'd, 

Now tinQur'd with the crimſon's vivid hue : 

Beneath our feet a ſpacious carpet ſpread, 

The verdant graſs appears, with threads of green 
Wove 
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Nor leſs their uſe, whom providence has choſe 


To fructify each plant and ſpringing flower. 
To thee the fields preſent their golden ſtores, 
The fruitful granaries each autumn fill'd, 
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Wove in each ſilken leaf, and damaſk'd o'er 
With intermingled flowers of ev'ry dye. 
The ſun above its flaming orb diſplays 

Its golden lamp hung up on high, to pour 
From his rich urn a radiance blazing round, 
To gild and fluſh the luſtre of the day. 
When mounted on her ſilver car the moon 


Aſcends her eaſtern throne, with milder rays . þ 
To chear the univerſe, unnumber'd fires | 


Shot from the twinkling ſtars diffuſe their beams, 
A kindling glow of light, to break the gloom, 


Not meaning to diſturb our ſoft repoſe 


(So mild their light) with too intenſe a glare. q | 
The clouds, beſide their paintings, hung all o'er ; 
Feaven's convex, act the part of ſhifting ſcenes, 


And kindly interpole to cool the flames 


| 

E | 

Shot from the ſcorching ſun's meridian rays ; 1 
/ 
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The fruitful water-ſpouts, which through the ain 
Wafted by various winds, their moifture pour 
O'er earth's extended regions, drop their dews, 


To feaſt thy table; the vaſt ocean thine, 
That reſervoir, which drinks a thouſand ſtreams, 
Nor 
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Nor yet o'erflowing.—Ev'ry creature ſpends 
Its ſtrength for thee, ready at thy command 
Thy orders to diſpatch—ſome pleas'd, reſign 
Their cloathing, to repleniſh and to grace 

Thy ſumptuous wardrobes, ready at thy call 

To pour their lives away in ſtreams of gore 

'Fo gratify thy taſte ; the earth, the air, 

Fach element a plenteous ſtorehouſe, fill'd 

With rich abundance—treaſures hoarded all 

For thy delight and uſe :. each ſeaſon pours 

On thee its choice productions, nature ſeems. 
Thy bounteous caterer, and to endear 

Her various favours, all are uſeful found 

At once, and lovely; nothing ſhe beſtows 

| Inclegant or mean—cach ſcene is clad 

4 In beauty's fa:reft robe; proportion guides 

4 Her hand whene'er it draws, exhibits round 

A fund of pleaſures to delight the eye, 

| A fund of plenty to ſupply our wants. 

; Encompaſs'd round with mercies, can the heart 
3 Of man rebel againſt that pitying pow'r 

| Who loads him with his richeſt gifts each hour? 
Oh! gratefully thoſe crouded gifts ſurvey 
3 Drop'd in thy lap by his endearing ſmile ; 
5 See how he courts thy raviſh'd heart to own 
His gracious bounties, ſeeming to diſdain 


All 


— — * 


— — 


k 
Dy 
by 
£ 
f 
15 
1 
6 
5 { 
5 
is 
£ 
} 
8 
$ 


2 — — — — — 
. y * — HOT © . * vde 
— err — —— — — — 
— a: 


424 3 
FEA ; 


— ORR har > © Ln 


bf” x 
— — — — 


* 
— —ꝗ— 


— 


142 REFLECTIONS on a 
All limits —ſtraiten'd by no ſcanty bounds. 
What lively picture here do I behold 
Of induſtry! whoſe kind and friendly care 
This ſpot into a beauteous Eden turns, : 
Here we enjoy whate'er can entertain 
'The eye, or treat the ſmell with rich perfumes! 
Had it been left unnurtur'd, this gay ſcene, 
A earden now delightful, had appear'd 
A deſert waſte—the thiſtle had deform'd 
Its beauties, cover'd with the tangling briar ; 
Soon had theſe ſcented beds become the neſts 
Of noxious ſerpents, and the loneſome home 
And haunt of creatures that infect the air | 
With poiſons from their murderous jaws exhal'd, 
ut fee the ſpace and pruning-knife employ'd 
By induſtry's kind hand, have clear'd the glebe 
From ſuffocating weeds, and in their room 
Planted whate'er is grateful to the eye; 
The rueful waſte, by cultivation chang'd 
Into gay ſcenes, with Eden's ſelf might vie. 
See with what care the curious floriſt tends 
His ſpringing nurſery ; each morn and eve 
He viſits their abodes, with richeſt mould 
Feeding their tender roots ; he now ſupplies 
Fach plant with moiſture, now employs his care 
To guard them from the inſe&s rav'nous tooth, 
— 1 Ur 
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Or ſcreens 'em from the winter's blaſting cold. 
With joy each op'ning bud he oft beholds, 
Attentively obſerves them as they blow _ 
From fair to fairer ſtill ; nor ever ceaſe 

His pleaſing rural labours till they ſhine 
More beauteous, and in full perieQion bloom, 
Children of folly, ſhall this range of flow'rs 


When nurs'd and nurtur'd by art's curious hand, 


Spring up and flouriſh, bloſſom in the morn, 
F'er night their beauties loſt, at leaſt decay'd 
Shall theſe be tended with more zealous pains, 
Or warmer application, than a ſoul 
Divine, immortal—ne'er to ceaſe or die? 

On ev'ry fide ſurrounded, I admire 
Cluſters of infant flowers, within their cells 
Ihe buds emboſom'd which their beauties hide, 


Their ſweets lock'd up within their guardian 


folds ; 


Fer long the ſun's enliv'ning beams ſhall chear 
And open their rich foliage, to the day 


Expand their graceful leaves ; how gay a bloom 
Then bluſhes on their cheeks, what incenſe 


flows, 


What rich perfumes , their balmy boſoms breathe ? 


At 
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At proper diſtances diſpos'd we view 

A range of ſtately * ſtalks; ſee how they riſe, 
And ſtand like lofty towers along the walls 
Of towns well fortified ; their tops will ſoon 
Aſunder part, the ſtem that lifts them high 
With penſile ſpiky pods quite gayly hung, 
From theſe the wand'ring ſtranger ſoon will view 


| Burſting, a beauteous figure, ſpreading wide 

Its round and yellow plume in colours drefs'd; 
How priz'd and grateful to the curious eye ? 

One faculty peculiar to theſe tribes— 

The fondeſt paſſion for thoſe kindly beams 
The ſun diffuſes, to unfold their bloom. 
Soon as the ev'ning her dark mantle throws 
Round nature's varied beauties, ſee they pine, 
And droop their languid heads; their ſhining 

leaves | 

| Cloſe folded up within their nightly cells, 

Juſt like the mournful lover baniſh'd far 

From her fair eye whoſe charms his boſom warm's. 
Soon as the ſun now mounts his eaſtern throne, 
Op'ning the radiant eye-lids of the morn ; 

See they up-raile their radiant tops to hail 

His kind approach, their golden leaves expand 

To nieet and welcome the return of day; 


The ſun- flower. 
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Nor loſe the ſight of his refulgent rays 
Before its orb is hid beneath a ſhade, 
The morning op'ning, we behold the flower 
Its golden boſom to the eaſt unfold; | 
At noon expanded to the middle ſky, 


And waiting its lov'd patron's flight till eve. 


Yon plant ®, which to the ſouth its head 


reclines, 


Has beauties which the muſe has left unſung: 


Juſt like the fruitful, though the feeble vine, 
She ſpreads a num'rous family around 
Of helpleſs boughs, unable to ſuſtain 
Their weight unaided by a ſunny wall. 


As yet the tender ſhoots have ſcarce unveil'd 
Their infant bloſſoms, cloſely all conceal'd : 


Time ſoon ſhall ripen the rich varied bloom, 
And open their gay luſtre to the day. 

Amidſt the beauteous families that ſhine 

In ſunny robes, and fip the filver dew, | 
This lordly flower the nobleſt import wears, 
And with a more majeſtic preſence glows. 
If paſſing in review—this regent claims 

The prize of grandeur and the firſt renown, 
Due when the ſun expands its ample round, 


And ſtuds its various leaves with ſparks of gold. 


| The paſſion- flower. 
Vor. I. L 
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146 REFLECTIONS ona 
One ſubjeR yet * that beautifies this ſcene, 
And yet unprais'd, demands the muſe's quill : 
8o delicate her ſtructure, ſoft her frame 

And conſtitution, that ſhe dreads to ſhew 


(Till genial fprings have warm'd the balmy air) 


Her fearful head, midſt winter ſuns unveil'd ; 
Chuſing to live, when froſts benumb the {kies, 
Cloſe cloiſter'd up within the green- houſe cells, 
Of all her kindred ſpecies, one ſhe claims, 
One quality peculiarly her own, 

Perceptive life partaking ; joining thus 


The ſenſitive and vegetative powers, 
Herſelf the chain connecting both in one. 


Strangers her myſtic nature who explore, 

Would almoſt be inclin'd to think her leaves 
With ſome degree of caution were endow'd : 
If touch'd they tremble, take the firſt alarm, 


Conſcious of danger, while her fibres grow 


Contracted in a moment, and in dread 


Of violence, from your finger's touch withdraw, 


Shrinking her head precipitate, in fear 


Of feeling her pure innocence betray'd. 


Perhaps her beauteous aſpect may be ſoil'd, 
The niceneſs of her texture diſcom pos'd, 


By man's familiar touch ſhne therefore ſtrives, 


*The ſenſitive plant. 
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Like a coy virgin, with a tim'rous care, 
To keep at diſtance, leſt familiar grown, 
The hand that touches may impair her bloom. 

The time is juſt elaps'd ſince we beheld 

Theſe curious fair productiöns of the ſpring, 
Rugged miſ-ſhapen embrios; had the glebe 
Been open'd, and their roots with care ſurvey'd, 
With what contempt th' offended eye had. view'd 
Their coarſe originals? But ſee how ſoon 
The pride and boaſt of nature they appear, 
Dreſs'd in their ſhining robes and gay attire, 
Dilating ev'ry human ſenſe with joy. 
From them th' enamell'd ſtone its luſtre ſteals, 
The rich embroid'ry borrows ell its ſhades 
And varied beauties : with a fainter light 
In the gay tap'ſtry and rich brocades 
Each ſilken flower is taught to bud and bloom, 
Art ne'er muſt hope, with all its boaſted ſkill, 
To emulate the beauties of a flower ; 


How rough the fineſt ſmootheſt ſtrokes, compar'd 


With theſe which nature's curious pencil draws. 
The proudeſt nymph, in richeſt robes array'd, 
Glittering with ſilver, burni{h'd o'er with gold 


To add ſtill greater luſtre to her charms, 
E New beauties from the pink's vermilion ſteals, 
More ſweetneſs from the boſom of the roſe. 
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How ſoon, alas! the chearful muſe muſt change 
Her panegyric into ſtrains of woe, 


| Lamenting o'er each fine production, ſhower'd 


From nature's lap to beautify the plain! 
With ſadneſs I foreſee their ſpeedy doom, 
Their hour approaching that ſhall hide in ſhades 
Theſe pleaſing ſcenes, and raviſh from our eye 
Each beauteous object of the blooming year, 
Deform'd and ſhrivePd—mingled now with earth 
A trodden heap, to ſhine and pleaſe no more. 
Ye bright, amongſt Eve's brighteſt daughters, 
view 


In this reflecting glaſs yourſelves diſplay? 45 


Be vain no more, but own your charms excell'd 
And ſullied by the luſtre of a floyer ! 
The frailty of your ſtate how near allied 


To the ſwift tranſient glories that array 


Its leaves this hour, the next to diſappear ! 


"Thoſe blue tranſparent veins, alas! how ſoon, 


Scorch'd by a fever, may reſign their hue! 
A ſlow conſumption, ſecret and unſeen, 


May wither all your beauty's bloom, ſoon pale 


Your florid cheeks, and rob them of their flame: 
Some thaft diſcharg'd from heaven's avenging fling 
May fink, depreſs, or load your hearts with woe! 
Or elſe in pity ſhould your heaven reſtrain 
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Thoſe num'rous crouding ills, the gen'ral lot 

Of thoſe who breathe this air; yet wrinkling age 
Is haſting on a-pace, which in the duſt 

Buries each beauty of the young and fair, 

Soon ſhall thoſe ſparkling eyes be hid in ſhades, 

Thoſe beamy orbs too ſoon ſhall fink, or rol! 

In agonies of death,—W hat courage then 
Sufficient the dread combat to maintain, 

Support the trembling heart, when conſcious 
The deſtin'd arrow's ſhot that bids it bleed? 

One remedy, one only yet remains 

Prepare betimes. In virtue's rich attire 

Array your ſoul ; thoſe heavenly robes will ſuit 

A being for immortal bliſs deſign'd : 

No more a fliining object now below 

Amongſt earth's fading beauties, born to die; 
In light more radiant round heaven's golden throne 
Still mall you glitter, when its darken'd beams 
The ſan has quench'd, when ſtars reſign their fires, 
And deſolation o'er the world prevails. 

How ſoon, oh, flow'ry tribes, muſt ye decay ! 

Von lilly fee, the beauteous virgin queen 

Of all the gay creation—how ſhe rears 

Her graceful head, majeſtically fair! 

Mark what an air of grandeur ſhe aſſumes, 

That digniſies her aſpect! Let us view 
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150. REFLECTIONS or « 
Her lofty elevated mien, array'd 
In pureſt luſtre to attract the eye. 
The monarch blazing on an eaſtern throne, 
In all his regal pomp, muſt yet reſign 
The prize of glory to a rival flower : 
Yet tho? auguſt, alas! ſhe now appears, 
How ſwiftly ſhall her fleeting bloom decay; 
The wonder of a few ſhort tranſient morns : 
Soon her unſpotted whiteneſs muſt retire ; 
Her-ſnowy form defil'd; that head which ſoar'd 
Superior, now, humbled to the duſt. 
What noble grand ſimplicity beſtows 
Its merits on the lilly's virgin robe! 
Gaudy and gay the colours, richly ſpread 
In varied tints, which ſound the tulip's fame; 
See in what mix'd profuſion, ſplendid dies, 
Her cups are beautify'd ; her glowing ſtreaks 
Strongly contraſted, to each other lend | 
A fairer radiance, a more lively bloom! 
How lately this each border's youthiul pride, 
The reigning toaſt, that pleaſingly adorn'd 
Ihe ſpring's delightful ſeaſon with its bloom. 
A while it ſhines in all the glittering dies 
That paint the rainbow's arch amid a {nower, 
Tranfent and fair, like that, it ſpreads a while 


Its beauteous plumage—but, alas! how ſoon 
Are 


Are all its glories vaniſh'd, each gay ſtripe 
How quickly loſt, and ſplendid now no more. 


Graceful her ſhape, each op'ning feature 


fair, | 

Still to augment her fame, the budding role 
Breathes from her balmy breaſt a rich perfume : 
To this gay ſtranger often we repeat 
Our morning viſits, and as oft at eve, 
Ne'er wearied with her ſweets; its leaves diffuſe 
A fragrance fo reviving, rich, and pure, 
That all its cloſe acquaintance ever covet, 
How oft have I beheld th' accompliſh'd fair, 
The gay Clariſſa, lovely, beauteous maid, 
For whom ſo many penſive lovers ſigh, 
Careſſing fondly on her raptur'd breaſt 
This fav'rite flower; that boſom chote its ſeat 
Where innocence and virtue make their home, 
Whoſe rival ſoftneſs and unſpotted white 
Vies with the falling ſnow : yet to increaſe 
Her charms, though faireſt ſhe among the 

fair, 
Contracts yet beauty from the bluſhing roſe, 
Vet ſweetneſs from the odours it exhales. 
But ah! the lovely darling of the fair 
Its balmy native beauties muſt reſign, 
Hanging how ſoon neglected on its Rem, 
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152 REFLECTIONS on a 
Pity, alas! our wiſhes want a power 
To give this darling ſweet a longer ſtay ; 
Blooming one vernal month, the next to fade : 
F.xpands its ſhort-liv'd glories in the morn ; 
Oh, tranſient viſit ! wither'd e'er the noon. 
This moment lovely; when the ſun has ſteer'd 
A few ſwift journies thro? the liquid air, 
The verdant ſcene which entertains the eye 
And ev'ry ſenſe with joy, ſhall then appear 
A rugged deſert, a rude waſteful wild, 
A nurſery of weeds inſtead of flowers. 
Ye flow'ry tribes, how ſoon mult ye ſubmit ! 
The winter, like ſome conquering chief enrag'd, 
That carries deſolation where he flies, 


O''erturns the tottering tower, and dies his 

. ©: word © 
In the deep bleeding wounds of millions flain, 

Now with his ſavage unrelenting rage 

Hides all this blooming proſpe& in one ſhade. 

The ſtorms now gather, and the tempeſts pour 


Their rattling blaſts that roar along the ſky, 
And with united violence aſſail 
All nature's treaſures, threatening to deſtroy, 
Lay waſte, and ravage all her richeſt ſtores. 
Each tree its verdant foliage now reſigns; 
Loſt ev'ry facing beauty of the field, 
| Snoil'd 
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Spoil'd of their waving harveſts which array'd 
Their golden furrows: now the freezing glebe, 
Diſrob'd of all her gaudy fine attire, } 
Mourns like a widow in ſad ſable dreſs'd. } 
The ſun, now riding on his golden throne } 


Triumphant, pouring from his radiant eye 

A flood of light, inſpiring, where he ſhines, 

Each heart with gaiety, will faintly glow 

Soon with diminiſh'd luſtre, from the ſouth 

Caſting a tranſient glance, and ſoon to leave 

The gloomy world, o'erſhadow'd with the night. 

The mournful turtles then no more muſt breathe 
Their penſive ſongs to the ſoft gentle gales ; 

Nor on the ſpray each eve indulge their woes, 

Mute now is ev'ry grove diſrob'd, the woods 

With tuneful harmony no longer ſound : * 


How ſweet the muſic lately which they breath'd, 

Made vocal by a thouſand warbling tongues ! [ 
Ye flow'ry tribes, how ſoon mult ye decay! | 1 

Vet, could your feeble texture be exchang'd 

For the oak's ſtrength, or that which firmly rears 

The marble pyramid, how ſhort your ſtay, 

How tranſient your duration! Can the flower 


Hope for exiſtence long, when nature's frame 
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Is tottering, when her pillars to and fro 
Are ſhaken, and the world's eternal baſe 


Fails | 
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Fails to preſerve her ſhattering orb entire! 
The ſun, in all his glory now array'd, 
Beats fiercely with his rays upon my breaſt; 
To yon inviting arbour's cooling ſhade 
I now retire, where the gay woodbine hangs 
Her lucid drops pendent on ev'ry bough, 
Where the rich jeſl*mines line the green alcove, 
Impearl'd, and ſhining with their gemmy dews. 
Hail, ye refreſhing ſhades ! my boſom feels 
Your chez:ing influence, my fpirits glow 5 
With new reviving fire, each nerve new ſtrung 
Recovers its loſt Rrength, while nimble life 
Thro' all her crimſon channels briſkly bounds. 
Here, on a verdant moſſy couch reclin'd, 
Enrich'd with fragrance and refreſhing ſhade, 
In ſilent ſolemn raptures, let me breathe 

My grateful aſpirations to that power 
For ever preſent—When rude tempeſts roll, 
And toſs the angry waves from ſhore to ſhore ; 
When plaintive ſignals from the bellowing deep 
Are heard from fearful wretches in deſpair, 

Or melancholy mournful fighs, that breathe 
Pale anguiſh and diſtreſs, come floating o'er 
The foaming ſurge ; delightful then to view 
The madding ocean, when retir'd to ſhore 
Remote from danger—lf the ſwelling clouds 
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pour down their torrent ofer each delug'd plan, 

Sweep oft the helpleſs '1erds ; the peaſant flies 

To his low nut, and finds a refuge there. 

Then from ſome mountain's ſummit to deſcry 

The threat'ning tempeſt, without fear or pain; 

How pleaſing this! how grateful to the heart! 
Juſt ſuch my tranſport in this cool abode : 

For now the ſun is blazing from on high, | 

And ſhoots its fervid beams—the glowing air 

Is all a liquid flame, and red with fire; 

Each field is cleft with chinks, each road quite hid 

With clouds of duſt ; the traveller faſt hies, 

Scorch'd as he journies to ſome cooling glade ; 

While bath'd in ſweat the peaſant drops his ſcythe, 

And cattle to ſome ſhady covert fly, 

Or panting faint beneath the burning noon. 

Een ſtubborn rocks feel the ſun's piercing ray; 

All nature languiſhing beneath thoſe flames, 

The fiery deluge from its orbit pours. 

Here, —and how great heaven's bounty! I enjoy 

A calm and cool retreat, and in the gloom 

Nurſe calm reflection, where his beams are loſt, 


| And the ſun darts in vain his Plerciog ray. 
Amidſt theſe ſummer ſultry heats behold 
A nation, in defiance of the ſun, 
Who ply their conſtant labours, ſpread at noon 
On 
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On each expanded bloſſom; here the bees, 
Induſtrious chymiſts, ſuck the balmy dews 
From each ſweet flower, endow'd by nature's care 
With that myſterious ſecret, to acquire 
Wealth for then:ſelves each ſeaſon, nor offend 
Or injure others.—See the golden tribes, 
Unwearied with their toil, their flight purſue 
From bud to bud, extracting liquid ſweets 
Drawn from each fragrant bloſſom : from each leaf 
They ſip delicious juice, nor fix a wound 

In its nice texture, leaving ſtill behind, 
Loaded with ſpoils, more treaſures than they ſteal. 
While the gay butterfly, with painted wings, 
Fluttering, a careleſs rover, ſcarce enjoys 
A ſhort fantaſtic feaſt, the pleaſure loſt 
And taſted in a moment's rapid ſpeed ; 
Or while the gloomy ſpider lies conceal'd, 
Weaving inſidious neſts, whoſe glewy rays 
Detain th' unwary fly, or elſe employ'd 
To ſuck rank venom from each noxious flower; 
Theſe frugal labourers, wiſely to provide 
Againſt futurity, with painful care 
Collect their balmy ſpoils, enrich their cells 
With golden treaſures, while their ſummer's toi] 
Supports 'em in the winter's hive conſin'd. 


Collected 
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Collected now, in one tranſporting view 
All nature's various beauties I behold, 
Each after each unfolded, which before 
Cheer'd my pleas'd fancy with diſtinguiſh'd 

charms. 

Struck thro” an antient wood I here ſurvey 
A viſta, form'd by venerable rows 
Of ſpreading elms, which guide the raviſh'd eye 
To ſome delightful object, ſeen from far 
Thro' the green op'ning which the ſtranger leads 
Directly to theſe beauteous blooming ſcenes. 

See here each verdant wall, how richly cloath'd 
With fruit trees, bluſhing with their golden load, 
Cover'd and hung with tapeſtry that ſhines, 
Unartful, wove in nature's fineſt loom. | 
View there the new-ſhorn walks with verdurelin'd, 
The alleys arch'd with a green cooling ſhade, 
Embow'ring our ſweet noon- tide's ſoft repoſe ! 
The entrances thrown open, that the air 
Might court us to enjoy the balmy eve. 
There the green box, whoſe edgings round encloſe 
Each beautiful compartment, where the flowers 
In different ſtations are allow'd to bloom, 
With ſplendid figures all their various homes 
Diverſifies, that each its bed may know. 
The flowering ſhrubs, and Rately evergreens 
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There ſtrike the eye, which pleaſe with equal 
grace 4 | 
And dignity, at diſtance when beheld. 
Still to augment our bliſs the baſon pours 
Its chryſtal treaſures from its humid urn, 
Which gives a fragrant freſhneſs to each flower 
That drinks the fruitful drops—Nor 1s the ear 
Depriv'd of its delight ; the waters pour'd 
From the caſcade, or gently roll'd along 
The ſhining pebbles, murmuring as they glide, 
Tranſport this ſenſe with tides of equal joy. 
Endear'd the more by contraſt, each beſtows 
On each new beauties, mingling now their charms, 
While order with variety conſpires 
To paint the ſcene magnificently gay. 
Can theſe bright ſcenes below tranſport the eye, 
Nor yet incite the mounting thought to dwell 
On heaven's refulgent ſplendors? to explore 
That world of bliſs, thoſe regions of delight, 
Which pleaſe, tho' yet unſeen, What artiſt's hand, 
Whoſe ſkilful pencil has the power to draw 8 
A landſcape of thoſe flowery ſeats that ſhine 
And blaze with golden light above the ſkies ? 
Would ſome kind angel draw aſide the veil 
One moment, and permit the eye to throw 


A fingle glance on thoſe divine abodes, 
e 3 
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The earth's vain pomps, the glories that are 
ſpread 
O'er nature's face would die, would diſappear, 
Taſteleſs, and tarniſh'd all—A tranſient view 
Of thoſe reſplendent ſcenes, thoſe bleſs'd abodes 
Would captivate the ſoul, enlarge its powers. 
After ſo bright a viſion, Eden itſelf, 
A lonely cheerleſs deſert would appear, 
And ev'ry beauty now that charms the eye, 
in heaven's ſuperior dazling light, expire, 
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UPON 


CREATION, 


FOREATI 0 N! boundleſs ſcene which 
ſwells the ſoul 


With awe and pleas'd amazement; while it views 
Thy ample wide circumference, array'd 


With varied beauties, which the hand divine 


Has ſprinkled o'er the earth, and ſeas, and ſky f 


Thy circuit how magnificent, how {cor'd 


With wonders, which each raviſh'd ſenſe confound. 
While they tranſport us! Heavenly ſacred muſe 

Inſpire thy poet's voice, his breaſt inflame 

With ardor, beam'd and borrow'd from the ſky ! 
Teach her beyond Creation's hounds to ſoar ; 


Ihe verſe proportion'd to the noble theme, 


Angels, ye ſons of light, celeſtial powers, 
Who great in might, in dignity excel, 


In radiant circles ſninir ground the throne 
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Of your triumphant King -in rqbes array'd 
Of golden luſtre with the ſtars that vie. 
Ye, who on glory? s lofty thrones are plac'd, 
Sublime your ſtations, and in veſtments cloath'd 
Dipp'd in heaven's richeſt dyes, oh! praiſe, adore 
That God, who grac'd and dignify'd your name 
With titles ſo illuſtrious! All aſſume 
Vour golden harps, and aid the hallow'd choir, 
Hymning in ſweeteſt ſtrains Jehovah's praiſe; 
All nature joining in the ſacred ſong. 
Ye radiant heavens, whoſe bending arches riſe 

Magnificently high extending wide 
Beyond che reach of thou ght; beneath whoſe height 
And ample circle worlds unnumber'd roll ; 
Vaſt amphitheatre, expanſive round, 
Their rapid flight where orbs enormous wing 
Each ſoaring above each, the thought . 
As on they race, acroſs the kindled ſky, 
Loſt to the keeneſt eye—while millions roll 

Ia the blue depths of ether, half unknown; 
To that almighty power, who with a ſpan, 
Meaſures your vaſt dimenſions, who recalPd 


From darkneſs and from nothing into. light 


Nature's ſtupendous ſtructure, be not laſt 
Ye vocal heavens, to join the ſolemn choir, 
And breathe your adorations at his throne ! 


Ye glittering ſtars that light the midnight ſky 
With 
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With brilliant luſtre, unextinguiſh'd flame, 
Oceans of fire, that ſtream with golden rays ; 
Centers of other worlds, which float around 
Their parent orbs, and wheel about their ſpheres ; | 
Oh ceaſe not, as your lamps with brightneſs cheer 
The ſolemn brow of night, to pour a ſong 
Of gratitude, and hymn your maker's praiſe. 
Comets, heaven's dire portents, with ſwift career 
Who fly from world to world, and ſhoot your flames, 
Sometimes in depths of ether, while the eye 
Strives to purſue your blazing orbs in vain 
Now from your long excurſions who return 
Illuſtrious ſtrangers, ſweeping in your flight 
The hemiſphere with your red fiery train; 
Now travelling to the ſun's bright burning beam, 
| Scorch'd in the ſolar rays, now backward turn'd 
To regions far remote, for ages froze 
Beneath the rigour of the chilling ſæy; 
Whatever climes you viſit, or beneath, 
Or far above the ſun, your off' rings pay 
Of gratitude to him who wings your flight 
IThro' various ſpheres,and fills your orbs with flame, 
Ve roving planets, who with rapid ſpeed 
Traverſe the different regions of the ſky ; 
Now ſoaring high above the ſolar way, | 
Now ſinking in your downward flight beneath 
The fun, your motion's center; ye who guide 
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The varying ſeaſons, faithful to the change 
And ſweet viciflitudes of night and day, 
Your praiſe oh breathe to him, whoſe mighty arm 
Launch'd you at firſt, dire&s you where to rove; 
Points out the road thro' which your orbits coll 
With ſpeed, ſurpaſſing thought, along the ſky ! 
Thou ſun, vaſt inexhauſted fount of light, 
Of heat, of comfort, of each bliſs below; 
Without whoſe genial warmth and cheering rays 
All nature would appear one diſmal gloom ; 
Parent of day, from whoſe bright car are pour'd 
Torrents of flame, which beautify and ſhine 
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On twice ten thouſand realms ; nor yet confin': 

To realms alone, whoſe beams diffuſe a day 

O'er various worlds that round thy orbit roll: 

The animal creation cheer'd by thee, 

Ine vegetable tribes that cloath the year, 

Al! join to hail thy kind refreſhing rays! 

So beautiful thy ſphere, ſo rich thy urn, 

That pagan nations adorations pay, 

And pour their daily incenſe on thy ſhrines; 

Fountain of life and light, ch breathe a ftrain 

Of grateful praiſe to him who bids thee ſhine; 
Who fills thy orb with luſtre, guides the wheels 

And axle of thy chariot round the ky 

With ceaſeleſs ſpeed, uny/car:cd with the toil. 

| Thou 
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Thou faireſt of the fair nocturnal train, 
Amidſt the glittering ſtarry hoſts the prime, 
Whoſe radiant eye illuminates the gloom, 
Bright regent of the night, and decks the hade 
With gentler ſplendors, and a fainter day! 
Gay lucid queen of night, who ſometimes ſhines 
Dimly refulgent, boaſting ſcarce a power 
To ſcatter from the midnight's low'ring brow 
Its ſable curtain—now all cover'd o'er 
With ſackcloth, frighted nations to alarm ! 
To him, with borrow'd beams who filvers round 
Thy changing orb, be adorations paid: | 
Oh break thy ſilence, uttering from thy throne 
A grateful ſong to thy Creator's praiſe, 
Ye mighty thunders, awfully that ſound 
In the bleck diſtant clouds, and threaten ſtill 
From the firſt eſſays of the burſting ſky, 
A peal more loud and dreadful! ye that rend 
Above our head heaven's concave vault, and ſhake 
With horrid cracks the trembling world below ; 
Ye from your dark and fiery womb who ſend 
Shafts in tremendous ſhow'rs to eicher pole! 
That ſtartle the affrighted herds, and ſhed 
Diſmay and dread on ev'ry heart amaz'd ; 
To him who gives pale terror leave to ſound 
Its trumpet in you; deep and ſclemn roar, 
Ceaſe not to yied che fullett loudeſt praiſe. 
M3 | Ye 
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Ve ruddy light'nings, from the ſulph'rous cloud 
And beds of nitre who diſcharge your flames, 
That glance with forked fury as ye fly, 
And dart your glowing bolts acroſs the gloom ! 
Heaven's vengeful terrors, that in aſhes laid 
And whelm'd in heaps of ruin the abodes 
Of luſt and“ violence—whoſe ſhafts ſhall ſoon 
Kindle the elements, and lend their aid 
To ſpread the general conflagration round 
A guilty world, and turn it into duſt, 
Adore your mighty King, that ſov'reign power, 
Creator, builder, architect divine | 
Of num'rous worlds, who lights your flaſhing fires, 
Directs your burning arrows where to fly, 
Their points by him commiſſion'd in their flight, 
What victims to deſlroy, and whom to fpare. 

Ye frowning winter clouds, oceans that hang 
In the mid air, a burden to the winds ; 
A ſcourge how terrible, when 1n the hand 
Of heaven incens'd ! your floods who often turns 


To magazines of veng'ance When his voice 


Opens your ſluices, guſhing torrents pour 

From out your burſting flood-gates, to deſtroy 
The peaſants hopes, now levell'd with his earth; 
To him who molds you into icy balls, 

Each wing'd with death to drive again{t his focs; 


Sodom and Gomorrah, | 
* 
\ Our 
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Vour adorations be not laſt to breathe, 
While univerſal nature hymns his praiſe ! 

Ye vernal clouds, thin furls of finer air, 
Folds of the ſofteſt moiſture ! He who draws 
In exhalations from the briny main 
The mounting vapours, leaving yet behind 
Exch noxious quality, while now ye flow 
Clear filver fountains of the pureſt rain! 

He who diſſolves you into gentle dews, 
Diſmiſs'd in ſoft and fruitful ſhowers to fall, 
And drop down fatneſs on the ſmiling field, 


Cloathing the verdant ſpring with op'ning flower 5 


That power immenſe, who gives your copious urns 
To drop, and paint the face of nature gay, 
Demands tae tribute of your grateful praiſe. 

Thou grand ethereal bow, whoſe beauties ſhine _ 
And fluſh the firmament; each raptur'd eye 
Tranſported with thy bright and vivid hues, 
Emblem of peace to man; that God who drew 
Thy bending painted arch acroſs the ſy, 
Decking thy ſplendid round in all the pride 
Of richeſt colours; by whoſe ſole command 
Thy ſtreaks of light by turns or glow or fade, 
Each dying into each; oh, breathe a ſtrain 
Of loudeſt praiſe to him, who with tay beams 
Of ming!ed radiance decorates the ſky, 

1 8 Ye 
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Ye tempeſts, ſtorms, and hurricanes, that rare 
And vex the continent; now toſs the brine 
And billows of the ocean up the air, 
The. cloud and waves but one that godlike power 


Who arms and lends you rapid wings to drive 
Whole navies, daſh'd againſt the rocky more! 
That ſplit the foreſt oak, in ſhivers rend 

Its lordly hranches—He whoſe breath inſpires 
Your madding fury, and whole nod controls 
Tour boiſt'rous uproar in your wild career: 

Tho' loud your voice, be louder {till ye ſtorms 

And tempeſts, when ye ſound Jehovah's praiſe, 
Blue peſtilence whoſe bale ful breath is arm'd 
With quick deſtruction, ſcatt'ring from thy wings 
A ftream of noxious poiſons round, which leave 
Whole regions delolated, great and Fair, 
Without inhabitants; that God who points 
Thy ſhafts with death ; who bids thee march before 
(Prime of heaven's teriors) his indignant brow, 

To ſhake the world with dread, and ſhed amaze 

Amicdſt the tents of his reluQant ſoes : 

That ſov'reign name, which gives thy tainted breath 
'To ravage and unpeople where it blows 
Deſtruction round, forget not to adore— 
Thou heat, whoſe burning influence turns to duſt 


The Lybian deſarts; tans the Zthiop's brow 


With Hoty darkneſs, by whoſe fiery beams 
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All nature ſickens, languiſhes and dies! 

Thou cold, whoſe icy breath each chilling year 
Glazes the Ruſſian ſea, and to his fails 

Glues the numb'd mariner ; the peaſant turns 
Into a rigid ſtatue, fleſh no more! 
Where'er you burn, where'er in icy chains 

ve bind the frozen carth, be mindful fill 

Of Him who gives you power to freeze and glow. 

Ocean ! vaſt world of waters, He whoſe hand 

Hollow'd thy ample bafon, ſunk a bed 

Capacious to receive thy foaming waves; 

Pour'd out the liquid element to fill 

Thy mighty depths unfathom'd; in whoſe eye 

Thy floating mountains and proud ſurges fem 

Like the ſmall drops that from the cloud diſtil; 

He, whoſe leaſt intimation lifts thee high 

And ſwells thy liquid kingdom, bids thee roll 
In wild confufion, warring with the ky; ; 

Or with a word commands thee to ſubſide 

In calm compoſure, flumb'ring on the ſhore; 

He who ordain'd thee once to overthrow. 

A guilty world, to bury and o'erwhelm 

Its impious tenants in a wat'ry grave; 

Now bound in chains than adamants more ſtrong, 
That check thy madding ſurges, which thy waves 
Waring with tempelts, ſtrive to burſt in vain! 


Oh ceaſe not, as thy floods roar up the ſky, 
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Or flatten to a calm, to own his power 
Thy waves ordaining when to riſe or fall. 
Ye tow'ring mountains, which o'erlook the 
clouds, | 5 | 
And into diſtant realms projet a made; 
Strong pyramids of nature, to be mov'd 
By no conflicting elements, nor tore 

Or ſhaken, when dread earthquakes cleave the 

ground; 
Ve lofty turrets, he whoſe mighty voice 
Bid your aerial ridges ſoar ſo high; 
(Tho? in heaven's balance lighter than a plume, 
Immenſe yet leſs than nothing in his eye) 
He who erects your lofty ſummits, claims 
A tribute in your loudeſt hymns of praiſe. 

Ye verdant woods, the ſhaded hill which crown, 
In leafy honours ye yourſelves array'd; 

Ye humble ſhrubs, which the young ſpring adorn 
With opening bloſſoms, fann'd by ev "ning gales; 
Who in our gardens, or in diſtant lawns 
Breathe ſpicy odours, and embalm the air, 
Bruſh from your fragant wings a rich perfume, 
To him who fills your buds with ſcented dew. 
Ye groves, ye hills, your richeſt treafures pour, 
And load with incenſe all his hallow'd ſhrines. 

Thou mantling vine, oh, ceaſe not to adore 
That God, who a. upon thy ſlender boughs 
1 | Thy 
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Thy fick tranſparent cluſters ; ; who beneath 
Thy native foliage doſt that juice prepare, 
Strain'd thro? thy pores, exalted, rich, refin'd, 
Which cheers the heart and fills the cup of joy; 
Ve trees, whoſe ſpreading arms wave high in air, 
Or cloſe confin'd adorn the funny wall; . 
He who with richeſt fruit your branches loads, 
Whoſe genial warmth lends beauty to their rinds, 
And mellows your rich taſte, demands a ſhare, 
Ye verdant tribes, of gratitude and praile, 
Luxuriant meadows, He, without the toil 
And ſeedman's induſtry, your lap who fills, 
Fach lawn repleniſhing with graſſy ſtores _ 
Of juicy herbage; He whoſe bounty ſpreads 
A cheerful green and flowers of ev'ry hue 
O'er each enamel'd plain; who kindly crowns 
The peaſant's labour, and repays his toi! 
With waving harveſts, on each field that ſmiles 3 
Who from the fruitful furrow calls, each year, 
The ſtaff and prop of life : that God, whoſe voice 
Gives the fat glebe and fields to laugh and ſing, 
Loaded with golden plenty, calls aloud 
For juſt returns of gratitude of praiſe ! 
Ye mines, enrich'd with beds of golden ore, 
Or bright with veins of ſilver, who convey 
Your ſhining treaſures to each diſtant pole; 
Far as the winds can waft acroſs the main 


The 
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The floating navies, burden'd with your ſtores; 

Ye who on proudeſt kings your alms beſtow, 

Nature's fair rivals; in your dark abode 

Who form the glitt'ring gem and Jucid ſtone 3 
The brilliant diamond now, with ſparkling rays; 
The ruby now, glowing with crimſon flame; 

Dipp'd in the freſheſt verdure of the ſpring 

Now mould the emerald, or the ſaphire grace, 

Ting'd with the faireſt luſtre of the ſky ; 

The topaz with its yellow veins emblaz'd ; 

The amethiſt empurpled with the beams 

And radiant bluſhes of the virgin morn! 

Ye mines, That matchleſs Power who beautifies, 
Tiactures with light your hard metallic ore 

Conſolidates your lucid drops, demands 7 

Your grateful homage, and a hymn of praiſe, 

Ve guſhing fountains, from your urns who pour 
Rich floods of liquid filver; ye clear ftreams 
Along your flow'ry fringed banks which glide 

_In ebryſtal currents Rivers deep and wide, 

Who wind and wander thro' meandering ſhores ; 

Parents of plenty, who your riches ſpread, 

And giadden kingdoms, as ye glide along, 

Adding a tribute each to ſwell the main; 

That God your fruitful channels who ſupplies 

From heaven's unempty'd overflowing urns, 

Calls on each grateful rill its ſhare to pay 
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Of gratitude to his imperial throne! 
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Ye vocal ſweet muſicians of the ſpring, 

Who in briſk ſtrains by turns, and dying falls, 

Solace ſrom morn to night the rural ſhade! 

Ye birds, gay chearful tenants of the prove, 

Dreſt in your gloſſy plumes, who wake the day! 

Each ear tranſporting with your artleſs lays: 

Ye, without rule or line, who build on high 

Jour penſile ſtructures, with the niceſt care 

55 Your neſts contrive, each roof with arching ſhade 

Cloſe cover'd to protect your callow young! 

Muſicians of the grove, from ev'ry ſpray 

Warble in concert your Creator's praiſe, 

Ye bees, induſtrious artizans, who ply. 

Ceaſeleſs your pleaſing toils, with buſy wings 

Sweeping the vernal gardens; ye who feed 

On the young blooming heath, who ſip the dew 

From ev'ry fragrant bud, each ſunny beam 

Im prov'd, no bloſſom leaving unexplor'd, 

By your inſerted tubes, which probe and drain 

The treaſur'd ſtores from their mellifluous cells; 

Ve, c'er in fumes of ſulphur ye expire 

In plenty's lap, all ſtiſſed'midſt the ſpoils 

Collected from the fouls of plants and flowers, 

In your laſt moments, in a dying ſtrain 

Breathe out, ſad victims, your Creator's praiſe. 
Whatever 
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Whatever circling-worlds or rove beneath 
Or roll above the ſun, to human eye 
Inviſible, in depths of light conceal'd; 
Oh, ſwell the ſacred ſymphony, Which hails 
Creation's architect. 
Bo herds who YL 
Your grafly bed, 1n in nightly folds enclos'd ; 
Ye beaſts, who o'er the ample foreſt rove, 
Traverſe the deſart waſte ; ye finny tribes, 
In countleſs ſhoals, who cut the trackleſs main | 3 
Ye woolly flocks in garments clad, which worn 
By kings, beſtow a luſtre on his crown; 
Ye from your milky udders who diſtil 
The ſweet nectareous fluid, which regales 
A queen's luxurious tafte ; ye foreſt kings, 
Grim lions, loudly roaring in the gloom, 
When eager in the night you hunt your prey 1 
Thou huge leviathan, who in the deep 
Takeſt thy paſtime; all who wing the air, 
Or tread the ſoil, or cut the briny wave; 
Th' inſpiring impulſe let the mean eſt feel ; 
The greateſt own how impotent their power 
To celebrate aright Jehovah's praiſe. 
Praiſe him ye inſects, crawling on the ground; 
Echo ye vallies, ye reſponſive hills 
Reverberate the ſound ; ye rocks more loud, 
And vocal foreſts the glad ftrain prolong 
en your heav' * king; ye birds who cleave 
be 
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The middle air, oh, waft upon your wing, 
And warble as ye ſoar your Maker's praiſe : 
Ye howling ſavages, with hideous roar 
Who terrify the night and haunt the gloom, 
Join with the wakeful ſongſters of the ſhade 
Your hoarſe applauſe, thro” earth and air to ſpread | 
From world to world your ſov'reign Maker's praiſe. 
To him who rears your tow'ring tops ſo higb, 
In ſign of worſhip, ye tall cedars bow 
Your branching heads. Your balmy incenſe breathe, 
Ye blooming beds of flowers—Ye pleaſing fcenes 
Of rural beauty, where nice art conſpires 
To dreſs the face of nature ſtill more gay; 
Oh, magnify his bounty, who inſpires 
Each eve with gladneſs, raptur'd which ſurveys, 
Nurs'd by his care, a paradiſe below, 
Drop down ye gentle ſhowers, and as ye fall 
Gratefully teſtify how much ye owe 
To heaven's iadulgence—Soft, ye ſighipg gales, 
Oh breathe, and murm'ring all ye fountains flow 
In conſonance harmonious—Light'nings blaze; 
Ye thunders, heaven's tremendous voice, oh, ſound 
Th' Almighty's name Ve clouds the chorus join. 
Thou bellowing ocean, propagate and aid 
The univerſal anthem—Source of day, 
Addreſs thy radiant homage to a ſun 
Sublimer far; oh, write his glory fair 15 
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In thy bright round on ev'ry lucid beam. 


Shine clear, ye ſtars, thou joyful earth, look gay; 
Let ev'ry creature ſmile, while angels ſwell op 
In heaven's ſublime abodes the ſacred ſong, 
Which ecchoes loud Jehovah's hallow'd name. 
Wing'd cherubims and cherubs, who behold 
The wonders of creating might, oh, tune 
To loftieſt notes your harps and golden firings, 
And wake in heavenly breaſts, unfelt before, 
Celeſtial ſymphony, in loud acclaim | 

All join'd to celebrate your Maker's praiſe. 

Let blooming youth with hoary age conſpire, 

The ſons of ſorrow with the heirs of joy; 

Ye, be your fate, or gloomy, or ſerene ; 
Whether in fortune's ſunny lap you ſmile, 
Or weep, ſad captives in a priſon chain'd, 
Break forth, both high and low, in grateful ſtrains, 
And pour your loud Hoſannahs to the throne 
Of him who rules above, in light array'd 
Inſufferably blazing ; earth with heaven | 
In joyous hymns uniting, till your praiſe, 

Loft in divine perfection, with a fall 
Liquidly ſweet, in adoration ends 

Silent, expreſſive, rapt' rous, and divine, 
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